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PREFACE. 



My aim in the following pages has been to present the 
lover of English poetry with the best work of a neglected 
genius of a high order. 

Richard Crashaw, now nearly two and a half centuries 
dead, was scarcely known to general readers of poetry until 
the middle of the present century, when in a few anthologies 
he was appreciatively, but inadequately, represented. His 
poems ran through several editions during his lifetime, and 
were reprinted in 1652 and 1670, after which no issue 
appeared until they were included in the bulky collections 
of Chalmers and Anderson (1793-1810), with the exception 
of the selection made by Peregrine Phillips, published in 
1785. Dr Johnson did not include Crashaw in his " Lives 
of the Poets," though he included the lives of much inferior 
poets in that work. Pope appreciated Crashaw, but his 
higher qualities seem to have been unperceived or ignored 
by the author of " The Dunciad." He said of him that ** he 
was none of the worst versificators ; " and considered his 
best pieces to be "the paraphrase of Psalm xxiii., On 
Lessius, Epitaph on Mr Ashton, Wishes to his supposed 



Preface. ix 

the Poet's works, an edition which will be indispensable to 
all future editors of Crashaw. I am especially indebted for 
the use of the Latin poem Christe^ veni (Notes, p. Ty\ and 
the translation of it by the Rev. Richard Wilton, M.A. 
(p. 26). 

At the conclusion of my Notes will be found a Biblio-^ 
graphy of Crashaw's Works. 



J. R. TUTIN. 



Waterworks Street, Hull, 
October 18, 1887. 
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SACRED POEMS 

From " Steps to the Temple," " Carmen Deo Nostro," &c. 



I. 

SATAN. 

(" SOSPETTO D'HERODE," FROM STS. V.-XIX.) 

Below the bottom of the great Abyss, 

There where one centre reconciles all things : 
The World's profound heart pants ; there placed is 

Mischiefs old master. Close about him clings 
A curl'd knot of embracing snakes, that kiss 5 

His correspondent cheeks : these loathsome strings 
Hold the perverse prince in eternal ties 
Fast bound, since first he forfeited the skies. 

The judge of torments and the king of tears, 

He fills a bumish'd throne of quenchless fire: lo 

And for his old fair robes of light, he wears 
A gloomy mantle of dark fiames ; the tire 
That crowns his hated head on high appears : 

Where seven tall horns (his empire's pride) aspire. 

And to make up Hell's majesty, each horn 1 5 

Seven crested Hydras horribly adorn. 

His eyes, the sullen dens of Death and Night, 

Startle the dull air with a dismal red : 
Such his fell glances, as the fatal light 

Of staring comets, that look kingdoms dead. 20 

From his black nostrils, and blue lips, in spite 
Of Hell's own stink, a worser stench is spread. 

His breath Hell's lightning is : and each deep groan 
Disdains to think that Heaven thunders alone. 
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Disdainful wretch ! how hath one bold sin cost 25 

Thee all the beauties of thy once bright eyes ! 
How hath one black eclipse cancelled, and crost 

The glories that did gild thee in thy rise ! 
Proud morning of a perverse day ! how lost. 
Art thou unto thyself, thou too self- wise 30 

Narcissus ! foolish Phaeton ! who for all 
Thy high-aim'd hopes, gain'dst but a flaming fall. 



From Death's sad shades to the life-breathing air, 

This mortal enemy to mankind's good. 
Lifts his malignant eyes, wasted with care, 35 

To become beautiful in human blood. 
Where Jordan melts his crystal, to make fair 
The fields of Palestine, with so pure a flood, 
There does he fix his eyes : and there detect 
New matter, to make good his great suspect 40 

He calls to mind th' old quarrel, and what spark 

Set the contending sons of Heaven on fire : 
Oft in his deep thought he revolves the dark 

Sybil's divining leaves : he does inquire 
Into th' old prophecies, trembling to mark 45 

How many present prodigies conspire, 
To crown their past predictions, both he lays 
Together^ in his pond'rous mind both weighs. 

Heaven's golden-wingfed herald, late he saw 

To a poor Galilean virgin sent : 50 

How low the bright youth bowed, and with what awe 

Immortal flowers to her fair hand present 
He saw th' old Hebrew's womb neglect the law 
Of age and barrenness, and her babe prevent 

His birth by his devotion, who began 55 

Betimes to be a saint, before a man. 



Satan, 5 

He saw rich nectar-thaws release the rigour 

Of th' icy North ; from frostrbound Atlas' hands 
His adamantine fetters fall : green vigour 

Glad'ning the Scythian rocks and Libyan sands. 60 
He saw a vernal smile sweetly disfigure 
Winter's sad face, and through the flow'ry lands 

Of fair Engaddi, honey-sweating fountains 
With manna, milk, and balm, new-broach the moun- 
tains. 

He saw how, in that blest Day-bearing Night, 65 

The Heaven-rebukfed shades made haste away ; 
How bright a dawn of angels with new light 

Amazed the midnight world, and made a Day 
Of which the Morning knew not. Mad with spite 
He mark'd how the poor shepherds ran to pay 70 

Their simple tribute to the Babe, Whose birth 
Was the great business both of Heaven and Earth. 

He saw a threefold Sun, with rich increase, 
Make proud the ruby portals of the East 
He saw the Temple sacred to sweet Peace, 75 

Adore her Prince's birth, flat on her breast. 
He saw the falling idols, all confess 
A coming Deity : He saw the nest 

Of poisonous and unnatural loves, Earth-nursed, 
Touch'd with the World's true antidote, to burst. 80 

He saw Heaven blossom with a new-born light, 

On which, as on a glorious stranger, gazed 
The golden eyes of Night : whose beam made bright 

The way to Bethle'm and as boldly blazed, 
(Nor ask'd leave of the sun) by day as night. 85 

By whom (as Heaven's illustrious handmaid) raised, 
Three kings (or what is more) three wise men went 
Westward to find the World's true orient 
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Struck with these great concurrences of things, 

Symptoms so deadly unto Death and him ; 90 

Fain would he have forgot what fatal strings 

Eternally bind each rebellious limb. 
He shook himself, and spread his spacious wings : 
Which like two bosom'd sails, embrace the dim 
Air, with a dismal shade ; but all in vain : 95 

Of sturdy adamant is his strong chain. 

While thus Heaven's highest counsels, by the low 
Footsteps of their effects, he traced too well, 

He toss'd his troubled eyes : embers that glow 

Now with new rage, and wax too hot for Hell : icx) 

With his foul claws he fenced his furrowed brow, 
And gave a ghastly shriek, whose horrid yell 

Ran trembling through the hollow vaults of Night. 



n. 

SATAN'S SOLILOQUY. 

(" SOSPETTO D'HERODE," FROM St. XXV.-XXXII.) 

While new thoughts boil'd in his enragfed breast, 

His gloomy bosom's darkest character 
Was in his shady forehead seen exprest : 

The forehead's shade in Grief's expression there, 
Is what in sign of joy among the blest 
The face's lightning, or a smile is here. 

Those stings of care that his strong heart opprest, 
A desperate, " Oh me ! " drew from his deep breast. 



Safaris Soliloquy. 7 

Oh me ! (thus bellow*d he) Oh me ! what great 

Portents before mine eyes their powers advance ? 10 
And serves my purer sight, only to beat 

Down my proud thought, and leave it in a trance ? 
Frown I : and can great Nature keep her seat ? 
And the gay stars lead on their golden dance ? 

Can His attempts above still prosperous be, 1 5 

Auspicious still, in spite of Hell and me ? 

He has my Heaven (what would He more ?) whose bright 

And radiant sceptre this bold hand should bear : 
And for the never-fading fields of light. 

My fair inheritance, He confines me here, 20 

To this dark house of shades, horror and night, 
To draw a long-lived death, where all my cheer 
Is the solemnity my sorrow wears. 
That mankind's torment waits upon my tears. 

Dark, dusky Man, He needs would single forth, 25 

To make the partner of His Own pure ray : 
And should we powers of Heaven, spirits of worth, 

Bow our bright heads before a king of clay ? 
It shall not be, said I, and clomb the North, 

Where never wing of angel yet made way : 30 

What though I miss'd my blow ? yet I strook high, 
And to dare something is some victory. 



Art thou not Lucifer } he to whom the droves 

Of stars that gild the Mom, in charge were given ? 
The nimblest of the lightning-wingfed loves, 35 

The fairest, and the first-bom smile of Heaven ? 
l^ook in what pomp the mistress planet moves 
Rev'rently circled by the lesser seven : 

Such, and so rich, the fiames that from thine eyes, 
Oppressed the common-people of the skies. 40 
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Ah, wretch ! what boots thee to cast back thy eyes, 
Where dawning hope no beam of comfort shows ? 
While the reflection of thy forepast joys. 

Renders thee double to thy present woes : 
Rather make up to thy new miseries, 45 

And meet the mischief that upon thee grows. 

If Hell must mourn. Heaven sure shall sympathise, 
What force cannot effect, fraud shall devise. 

And yet whose force fear I i have I so lost 

Myself ? my strength too with my innocence ? 50 

Come try who dares, Heaven, Earth, whatever doth boast 

A borrowed being, make thy bold defence. 
Come thy Creator too : What though it cost 
Me yet a second fall } we 'd try our strengths : 

Heaven saw us struggle once ; as brave a fight 55 
Earth now should see, and tremble at the sight. 



HI. 
THE FURY "CRUELTY." 

(" SOSPETTO D'HERODE," FROM ST. XXXVIL-XLVIII.) 

Fourth of the cursM knot of hags is she. 

Or rather all the other three in one ; 
Hell's shop of slaughter she does oversee, 

And still assist the execution. 
But chiefly there does she delight to be. 
Where HelFs capacious cauldron is set on : 

And while the black souls boil in their own gore, 
To hold them down, and look that none seethe o'er. 



The Fury " Cruelty'' 9 

'Mongst all the palaces in Hell's command, 

No one so merciless as this of hers. 10 

The adamantine doors, for ever stand 

Impenetrable, both to prayers and tears ; 
The walls' inexorable steel, no hand 
Of Time, or teeth of hungry Ruin fears. 

Their ugly ornaments are the bloody stains 1 5 

Of J'agged limbs, torn skulls, and dash'd-out brains. 



There has the purple Vengeance a proud seat, 

Whose ever-brandish*d sword is sheath'd in blood : 
About her Hate, Wrath, War, and Slaughter sweat ; 

Bathing their hot limbs in life's precious flood : 20 

There rude impetuous Rage does storm and fret, 
And there as master of this murd'ring brood, 

Swinging a huge scythe, stands impartial Death : 
With endless business almost out of breath. 



The foul queen's most abhorrM maids of honour, 25 

Medaea, Jezabel, many a meagre witch. 
With Circe, Scylla, stand to wait upon her : 

But her best housewives are the Parcae, which 
Still work for her, and have their wages from her : 

They prick a bleeding heart at every stitch. 30 

Her cruel clothes of costly threads they weave. 
Which short-cut lives of murder'd infants leave. 



She rose, and with her to our World did bring 
Pale proof of her fell presence ; th' air too well 
With a changed countenance witnessed the sight, 35 
And poor fowls intercepted in their flight. 

B 
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Heaven saw her rise, and saw Hell in the sight : 
The fields* fair eyes saw her, and saw no more, 
But shut their flowery lids for ever : Night 

And Winter strow her way : yea, such a sore 40 

Is she to Nature, that a general fright, 
An universal palsy spreading o'er 

The face of things, from her dire eyes had run, 
Had not her thick snakes hid them from the sun. 



IV. 
SLEEP. 

(" SOSPETTO D'HeRODE," ST. XLIX.) 

Now had the Night's companion from her den, 

Where all the busy day she close doth lie. 
With her soft wing wiped from the brows of men 

Day's sweat ; and by a gentle tyranny 
And sweet oppression, kindly cheating them 5 

Of all their cares, tamed the rebellious eye 
Of Sorrow, with a soft and downy hand, 
Sealing all breasts in a Lethaean band. 



In the Holy Nativity of our Lord God, 1 1 



V. 

IN THE HOLY NATIVITY OF OUR LORD GOD : 
A Hymn sung as by the Shepherds. 

The Hymn. 

Chorus, 

Come, we shepherds, whose blest sight 
Hath met Love's noon in Nature's night ; 
Come, lift we up our loftier song, 
And wake the sun that lies too long. 

To all our world of well-stolen joy S 

He slept ; and dreamt of no such thing. 

While we found out Heaven's fairer eye. 
And kissed the cradle of our King. 

Tell him He rises now, too late 
To show us aught worth looking at. lo 

Tell him we now can show him more 
Than he e*er shew'd to mortal sight ; 

Than he himself e'er saw before. 
Which to be seen needs not his light. 

Tell him, Tityrus, where th' hast been, 1 5 

Tell him, Thyrsis, what th' hast seen. 

Tityrus. 

Gloomy night embraced the place 
Where the noble Infant lay. 

The Babe looked up and shewed His face ; 
In spite of darkness, it was day. 
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It was Thy day, Sweet ! and did rise, 
Not from the East, but from Thine eyes. 
Chorus, — It was Thy day. Sweet. 

Thyrsis. 

Winter chid aloud, and sent 
The angry North to wage his wars. 25 

The North forgot his fierce intent, 
And left perfumes instead of scars. 

By those sweet eyes' persuasive powers, 
Where he meant frost, he scattered flowers. 

Clwrus. — By those sweet eyes. 30 

Both. 

We saw Thee in Thy balmy-nest, 
Young dawn of our eternal Day ! 

We saw Thine eyes break from their East, 
And chase the trembling shades away. 

We saw Thee ; and we blest the sight, 35 

We saw Thee by Thine Own sweet light 

TiTYRUS. 

Poor world (said I), what wilt thou do 
To entertain this starry Stranger ? 

Is this the best thou canst bestow ? 
A cold, and not too cleanly, manger ? 40 

Contend, the powers of Heaven and Earth, 
To fit a bed for this huge birth ? 

Chorus. — Contend, the powers. 

Thyrsis. 

Proud world, said I, cease your contest. 
And let the mighty Babe alone. 45 

The phoenix builds the phcenix' nest, 
Love's architecture is his own* 



In the Holy Nativity of our Lord God, 13 

The Babe whose birth embraves this morn, 
Made His Own bed ere He was born. 

Chorus. — The Babe whose. 50 

TiTYRUS. 

I saw the curled drops, soft and slow, 
Come hovering o'er the place's head ; 

Offering their whitest sheets of snow 
To furnish the fair Infant's bed : 

Forbear, said I ; be not too bold, 55 

Your fleece is white, but 'tis too cold, 
Chorus. — Forbear, said I. 

Thyrsis. 

I saw the obsequious Seraphims 
Their rosy fleece of fire bestow. 

For well they now can spare their wing, 60 

Since Heaven itself lies here below. 

Well done, said I ; but are you sure 
Your down so warm, will pass for pure } 
Chorus, — Well done, said I. 

TiTYRUS. 

No, no ! your King 's not yet to seek 65 

Where to repose His royal head ; 

See, see! how soon His new-bloom'd cheek 
'Twixt 's mother's breasts is gone to bed. 

Sweet choice, said we ! no way but so 
Not to lie cold, yet sleep in snow. 70 

Cforwj.— Sweet choice, said we. 

Both. 

We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest. 
Bright dawn of our eternal Day ! 

We saw Thine eyes break from their East, 
And chase the trembling shades away. 75 
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We saw Thee : and we blest the sight, 
We saw Thee, by Thine Own sweet light. 
Chorus, — We saw Thee, &c. 

Full Chorus. 

Wdcome, all wonders in one sight ! 
Eternity shut in a span ! 80 

Summer in Winter, Day in Night ! 
Heaven in Earth, and God in man ! 

Great^ little One ! whose all-embracing birth 
Lifts Earth to Heaven, stoops Heaven to Earth. 

Welcome, though not to gold nor silk, 85 

To more than Caesar's birthright is ; 

Two sister-seas of virgin-milk. 
With many a rarely-temper'd kiss, 

That breathes at once both maid and mother. 
Warms in the one, cools in the other. 90 

She sings Thy tears asleep, and dips 
Her kisses in Thy weeping eye ; 

She spreads the red leaves of Thy lips, 
That in their buds yet blushing lie : 

She 'gainst those mother-diamonds, tries 95 

The points of her young eagle's eyes. 

Welcome, though not to those gay flies, 
Gilded i' th' beams of earthly kings ; 

Slippery souls in smiling eyes : 
But to poor shepherds' home-spun things ; 100 

Whose wealth's their flock ; whose wit, to be 
Well-read in their simplicity. 

Yet when young April's husband-showers 
Shall bless the fruitful Maia's bed, 

We'll bring the first-bom of her flowers 105 

To kiss Thy feet, and crown Thy head. 

To Thee, dread Lamb! Whose love must keep 
The shepherds, more than they the sheep. 



upon Easter Day, 1 5 

To Thee, meek Majesty ! soft King 
Of simple Graces and sweet Loves : no 

Each of us his lamb will bring, 
Each his pair of silver doves : 

Till burnt at last in fire of Thy fair eyes. 
Ourselves become our own best sacrifice. 



VI. 
UPON EASTER DAY. 

Rise heir of fresh Eternity, 
From thy virgin tomb ! 
Rise mighty Man of wonders, and Thy World with Thee! 
Thy tomb the universal East, 

Nature's new womb, S 

Thy tomb, fair Immortality's perfumed nest. 

Of all the glories make Noon gay. 

This is the Morn ; 
This Rock buds forth the fountain of the streams of Day ; 
In Joy*s white annals live this hour lo 

When Life was born ; 
No cloud scowl on His radiant lids, no tempest lower. 

Life, by this Light's nativity. 

All creatures have ; 
Death only by this Day's just doom is forced to die, 15 
Nor is Death forced ; for may he lie 

Throned in Thy grave, 
, Death will on this condition be content to die 
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VII. 

TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME, THE 

NAME OF JESUS: 

A Hymn. 

I SING the name which none can say 

But touched with an interior ray : 

The name of our new peace ; our good : 

Our bliss : and supernatural blood : 

The name of all our lives and loves. 5 

Hearken, and help, ye holy doves ! 

The high-born brood of Day ; you bright 

Candidates of blissful light, 

The heirs elect of Love, whose names belong 

Unto the everlasting life of song ; lo 

All ye wise souls, who in the wealthy breast 

Of this unbounded name, build your warm nest. 

Awake, my glory. Soul, (if such thou be, 

And that fair word at all refer to thee), 

Awake and sing, 1 5 

And be all wing ; 
Bring hither thy whole self ; and let me see 
What of thy parent Heaven yet speaks in thee. 

O thou art poor 

Of noble powers, I see, 20 

And full of nothing else but empty me : 
Narrow, and low, and infinitely less 
Than this great morning's mighty business. \ 

One little world or two 

(Alas !) will never do ; 2 J 

We must have store. 
Go, Soul, out of thyself, and seek for more. 
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Go and request 
Great Nature for the key of her huge chest 
Gf Heavens, the self-involving set of spheres 30 

(Which dull mortality more fe^ls than hears). 

Then rouse the nest 
Of nimble Art, and traverse round 
The airy shop of soul-appeasing sound : 
And beat a summons in the same 35 

AlF-sovereign name, 
To warn each several kind 
And shape of sweetness, be they such 

As sigh with supple wind 

Of answer artful touch ; 4a 

That they convene and come away 
To wait at the love-crowned doors of this illustrious day. 
Shall we dare this, my Soul } we 11 do 't and bring 
No other note for 't, but. the name we sing. 

Wake lute and harp, and every sweet-lipped 

thing 45 

That talks with tuneful string ; 
Start into life, and leap with me 
Into a hasty fit-tuned harmony. 

Nor must you think it much 

T' obey my bolder touch ; ^ 50 

I have authority in Love's name to take you, 
And to the work of Love this morning wake you. 

Wake, in the name 
Of Him Who never sleeps, all things that are, 

Or, what 's the same, 55 

Are nlusical ; 

Answer my call 

And come along ; 
Help me to meditate mine immortal song. 
Come, ye soft ministers of sweet sad mirth, 60 

Bring all your household-stuff of Heaven on earth ; 
O you, my SouPs most certain wings. 
Complaining pipes, and prattling strings, 
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Bring all the store 
Of sweets you have ; and murmur that you have no 

more. 65 

Come, ne'er to part, 

Nature and Art ! 

Come ; and come strong, 
To the conspiracy of our spacious song. 

Bring all the powers of praise, 70 

Your provinces of well-united worlds can raise ; 
Bring all your lutes and harps of Heaven and Earth ; 
Whate*er co-operates to the common mirth ; 

Vessels of vocal joys. 
Or you, more noble architects of intellectual noise, 75 

Cymbals of Heaven, or human spheres, 
Solicitors of souls or ears ; 

And when you are come, with all 
That you can bring or we can call : 

O may you fix 80 

For ever here, and mix 

Yourselves into the long 
And everlasting series of a deathless song ; 
Mix all your many worlds above, 
And loose them into one of love. 85 

Cheer thee my heart ! 

For thou too hast thy part 

And place in the Great Throng 
Of this unbounded all-embracing song. 

Powers of my soul, be proud 1 90 

And speak loud 
To all the dear-bought Nations this redeeming Name, 
And in the wealth of one rich word, proclaim 
New similes to Nature. May it be no wrong. 
Blest Heavens, to you and your superior song, 95 

That we, dark sons of dust and sorrow, 

A while dare borrow 
The name of your delights, and our desires, 
And fit it to so far inferior lyres. 



To the Name above every name, 19 

Our murmurs have their music too, 100 

Ye mighty Orbs, as well as you ; 

Nor yields the noblest nest 
Of warbling Seraphim to the ears of Love, 
A choicer lesson than the joyful breast 

Of a poor panting turtle-dove. 105 

And we, low worms, have leave to do 
The same bright business (ye Third Heavens) with 'you. 
Gentle spirits, do not complain ! 

We will have care 

To keep it fair, 1 10 

And send it back to you again. 
Come, lovely Name ! Appear from forth the bright 

Regions of peaceful light ; 
Look from Thine Own illustrious home, 
Fair King of names, and come : 115 

Leave all Thy native glories in their gorgeous nest. 
And give Thy Self a while the gracious Guest 
Of humble souls, that seek to find 

The hidden sweets 

Which man's heart meets 12a 

When Thou art Master of the mind. 
Come lovely Name ; Life of our hope t 
Lo, we hold our hearts wide ope ! 
Unlock Thy cabinet of Day, 
Dearest Sweet, and come away. 125! 

Lo, how the thirsty lands 
Gasp for Thy golden showers ! with long-stretch*d hands 

Lo, how the labouring Earth 

That hopes to be 

All Heaven by Thee, 130 

Leaps at Thy birth I 
The attending World, to wait Thy rise. 

First tum'd to eyes ; 
And then, not knowing what to do, 

Turn'd them to tears, and spent them too. 135 

Come royal Name ! and pay the expense 
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Of all this precious patience; 

O come away 
And kill the death of this delay ! 

O, see so many Avorlds of barren years 140 

Melted and measured out in seas of tears : 
O, see the weary lids of wakeful Hope 
(Love's eastern windows) all wide ope 

With curtains drawn, 
To catch the day-break of Thy dawn. I45 

O, dawn at last, long-look'd for Day ! 
Take Thine own wings and come away. 
Lo, where aloft it comes ! It comes, among 
The conduct of adoring spirits, that throng 
Like diligent bees, and swarm about it. i SO 

O, they are wise. 
And know what sweets are suck'd from out it : 

It is the hive, 

By which they thrive, 
Where all their hoard of honey lies. 1 55 

Lo, where it comes, upon the snowy Dove's 
Soft back ; and brings a bosom big with loves : 
Welcome to our dark world, Thou womb of Day ! 
Unfold Thy fair conceptions, and display 
The birth of our bright joys, O Thou compacted 160 

Body of blessings : Spirit of souls extracted ! 
O, dissipate Thy spicy powers, 
(Cloud of condensM sweets) and break upon us 

In balmy showers ! 
O, fill our senses, and take from us all force of so 

profane a fallacy, 165 

To think aught sweet but that which smells of Thee ! 
Fair, flowery Name ; in none but Thee 
And Thy nectareal fragrancy, 

Hourly there meets 
An universal synod of all sweets ; 170 

By whom it is definW thus, 

That no perfume 

For ever shall presume 
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To pass for odoriferous, 

But such alone whose sacred pedigree 1 75 

Can prove itself some kin (sweet Name !) to Thee. 

Sweet Name, in Thy each syllable 

A thousand blest Arabias dwell ; 

A thousand hills of frankincense ; 

Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spices 180 

And ten thousand Paradises, 

The soul that tastes Thee takes from thence. 

How many unknown worlds there are 

Of comforts, which Thou hast in keeping ! 

How many thousand mercies there 185 

In Pity's soft lap lie a-sleeping 1 

Happy he who has the art 

To awake them, 

And to take them 
Home, and lodge them in his heart. 190 

O, that it were as it was wont to be * 
When Thy old friends of fire, all full of Thee, 
Fought against frowns with smiles ; gave glorious chase 
To persecutions ; and against the face 
Of Death and fiercest dangers, durst with brave 19S 

And sober pace, march on to. meet A GRAVE. 
On their bold breasts, about the world they bore Thee, 
And to the teeth of Hell stood up to teach Thee, 

In centre of their inmost souls, they wore Thee ; 
Where racks and torments strived, in vain, to reach 

Thee. 200 

Little, alas, thought they 
Who tore the fair breasts of Thy friends, 

Their fury but made way 
For Thee, and served them in Thy glorious ends. 
What did their weapons but with wider pores 205 

Enlarge Thy flaming-breasted lovers, 

More freely to transpire 

That impatient fire. 
The heart that hides Thee hardly covers ? 
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What did their weapons but set wide the doors 210 

For Thee ? fair, purple doors, of Love's devising; 

The ruby windows which enrich'd the East 

Of Thy so oft-repeated rising ! 

Each wound of theirs was Thy new morning, 

And re-enthroned Thee in Thy rosy nest, 215 

With blush of Thine Own blood Thy day adorning : 

It was the wit of Love o'erflow'd the bounds 

Of Wrath, and made Thee way through all those wounds. 

Welcome, dear, all-adorM Name ! 

For sure the^ is no knee 220 

That knows not Thee : 
Or, if there be such sons of shame, 

Alas ! what will they do 
When stubborn rocks shall bow 
And hills hang down their heaven-saluting heads 225 

To seek for humble beds 
Of dust, where in the bashful shades of Night 
Next to their own low Nothing, they may lie, 
And couch before the dazzling light of Thy dread majesty. 
They that by Love*s mild dictate now 230 

Will not adore Thee, 
Shall then, with just confusion bow 

And break before Thee. 
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VIII. 

t 

DIES IRiE, DIES ILLA : 

The Hymn of the Church, in Meditation of 

THE Day of Judgment. 

I. 

Hear'st thou, my soul, what serious things 
Both the Psalm and Sybil sings 
Of a sure Judge, from Whose sharp ray 
The World in flames shall fly away. 

II. 

O that fire ! before whose face 5 

Heaven and Earth shall find no place. 
O those eyes 1 Whose angry light 
Must be the day of that dread night 

III. 

O that trump ! whose blast shall run 

An even round with the circling sun, 10 

And urge the murmuring graves to bring 

Pale mankind forth to meet his King. 

IV. 

Horror of Nature, Hell, and Death ! 

When a deep groan from beneath 

Shall cry, "We come, we come," and all 15 

The caves of Night answer one call. 
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V. 

O that Book ! whose leaves so bright 

Will set the World in severe light. 

O that Judge ! Whose hand, Whose eye 

None can endure ; yet none can fly» . 20 

VI. 

Ah then, poor soul, what wilt thou say ? 
And to what patron choose to pray ? 
When stars themselves shall stagger ; and 
The most firm foot no more then stand. 

VII. 

But Thou giv'st leave (dread Lord !) that we 25 
Take shelter from Thyself, in Thee ; 
And with the wings of Thine Own dove 
Fly to Thy sceptre of soft love. 

VIII. 

Dear, remember in that Day 

Who was the cause Thou cam'st this way. 30 

Thy sheep was stray'd ; and Thou would*st be 
Even lost Thyself in seeking me. 

IX. 

Shall all that labour, all that cost 

Of love, and ev'n that loss, be lost ? 

And this lov'd soul, judg'd worth no less 35 

Than all that way, and weariness ? 

X. 

Just mercy then. Thy reckoning be 

With my Price, and not with me ; . 

'Twas paid at first with too much pain. 

To be paid twice ; or once, in vain. 40 
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XL 

1 

Mercy (my Judge), mercy I cry 
With blushing cheek and bleeding eye : 
The conscious colours of my sin 
Are red without and pale within. 

XII. 

O let Thine Own soft bowels pay 45 

Thyself ; and so discharge that day. 
If Sin can sigh, Love can forgive : 
O say the word, my soul shall live ! 

XIII. 

Those mercies which Thy Mary found, 

Or who Thy cross confessed and crown'd ; 50 

Hope tells my heart, the same loves be 

Still alive, and still for me. 

XIV. 

Though both my prayers and tears combine, 
Both worthless are ; for they are mine. 
But Thou Thy bounteous Self still be ; 55 

And show Thou art, by saving me. 

XV. 

O when Thy last frown shall proclaim 

The flocks of goats to folds of flame, 

And all Thy lost sheep found shall be ; 

Let " Come, ye blessed,*' then call me. 60 

XVI. 

When the dread " Ite '* shall divide 
Those limbs of death from Thy left side ; 
Let those life-speaking lips command 
That I inherit Thy right hand. 

D 
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XVII. 

O hear a suppliant heart, all crushed 65 

And crumbled into contrite dust. 
My hope, my fear ! my Judge, my Friend ! 
Take charge of me, and of my end. 



IX. 

TRANSLATION OF « CHRISTE, VENI," 
By Rev. R. Wilton, M.A. 

Even so : Come, Lord Jesus. 

O come ; whatever fears Thy standards carry, 

Or sorrows summon us. Lord, do not tarry. 

Come, Lord ; though labouring heaven whirl from its place, 

And its perplexed paths no more can trace ; 

Though sympathising earth astonied reel, 5 

And nature jarrfed cease its round to wheel. 

Come, Lord ; though sun refuse with rosy beam 

To rise, and sickly drives a doubtful team. 

Come, Lord ; though moon look more aghast at night 

Than when her cheeks with panic fear are white ; 10 

Though ominous comets through the dolorous air 

Hurtle, and round their brow dread fire-wreaths wear; 

Though spite of struggling sun Night's sudden sway 

Impious and lawless seize the accustomed day ; 

Mistimed Day, mindless of eastern glow, 15 

Through moanings of forsaken Night should go. 

Come, Lord ; though father Ocean roars and lowers, 

That his mov'd mountain-bars own other powers. 

Come, Lord ; whatever Fear dares, e'en let it dare ; 

Let Fates do what they will, be Thou but there. 20 

Come, Lord ; with whate'er recompense of ill. 

Whatever Thy coming cost, O come. Lord, still. 

Thee and Thine eyes, O what 'twill be to see ! 

Thee to enjoy e'en so, what will that be I 

Let come what will, do Thou, Lord, only come. 25 
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X. 

ST. MARY MAGDALENE, OR THE WEEPER. 

Lo ! where a wounded heart with bleeding eye» conspireL 
Is she a flaming fountain, or a weeping Are i 



THE WEEPER. 



I. 



Hail, sister ^springs f 

Parents of silver-footed rills f 

Ever bubbling things f 

Thawing crystal ! snowy hills 
Still spending, never spent ! I maaiii 5 

Thy fair eyes, sweet Magdalene ! 

IL 

Heavens thy fair eyes be ; 

Heavens of ever-falling stars. 

Tis seed-time still with thee ; 

And stars thou sow'st^ whose harvest dares 10 

Promise the Earth, to countershine 
\\Tiatever makes heaven's forehead fine. 

III. 

But we are deceivW all : 

Stars indeed they are too true ; 

For they but seem to fall, . 1 5 

As Heaven's other spangles do : 
It is not for our Earth and us 
To shine in things so precious. 
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IV. 



Upwards thou dost weep : 

Heaven's bosom drinks the gentle stream. 20 

Where th* milky rivers creep, 

Thine floats above, and is the cream. 
Waters above th* heavens, what they be 
We are taught best by thy tears and thee. 



V. 

Every mom from hence, 25 

A brisk cherub something sips, 

Whose sacred influence 

Adds sweetness to his sweetest lips ; 
Then to his music ; and his song 
Tastes of this breakfast all day long. 30 



VI. 

When some new bright guest 

Takes up among the stars a room. 

And Heaven will make a feast : 

Angels with crystal phials come 
And draw from these full eyes of thine, 35 

Their Master's water, their own wine. 



VII. 

The dew no more will weep 
The primrose's pale cheek to deck : 
The dew no more will sleep \^ 

Nuzzel'd in the lily's neck ; 40 

Much rather would it be thy tear, 

And leave them both to tremble here. 
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VIII. 

Not the soft gold which 

Steals from the amber-weeping tree, 

Makes Sorrow half so rich 45 

As the drops distill'd from thee. 
Sorrow's best jewels lie in these 
Caskets, of which Heaven keeps the keys. 



IX. 

When Sorrow would be seen 

In her brightest majesty: 50 

(For she is a Queen) : 

Then is she dress*d by none but thee. 
Then, and only then, she wears 
Her proudest pearls : I mean, thy tears. 



X. 

Not in the Evening's eyes, 55 

When they red with weeping are 

For the Sun that dies ; 

Sits Sorrow with a face so fair. 
Nowhere but here did ever meet 
Sweetness so sad, sadness so sweet. 60 



XI. 

Sadness all the while 

She sits in such a throne as this, 

Can do naught but smile. 

Nor believes she Sadness is : 
Gladness itself would be more glad, 65 

To be made so sweetly sad. 
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XII. 



There's no need at all, 

That the balsam-sweating bough 

So coyly should let fall 

His med'cinable tears ; for now 70 

Nature hath learn'd to extract a dew 
More sovereign and sweet, from yoo. 



XIII. 

Yet let the poor drops weep, 

(Weeping is the ease of Woe) : 

Softly let them creep, 75 

Sad that they are vanqixish'd so.. 
They, though to others no relief. 
Balsam may be for their own grief. 



XIV. 

Golden though he be, 

Golden Tagus murmurs though. 80 

Were his way by thee. 

Content and quiet he would go ; 
So much more rich would he esteem 
Thy silver, than his golden stream. 



XV. 

Well does the May that lies 85 

Smiling in thy cheeks, confess 

The April in thine eyes ; 

Mutual sweetness they express^ 
No April e'er lent kind^ showers, 
Nor May returned more faithful flowers. 90 
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* 

XVI. 

O cheeks ! Beds of chaste loves, 
By your own showers seasonably dashed. 
Eyes ! Nests of milky doves, 
In your own wells decently washed. 

O wit of Love I that thus could place 95 

Fountain and garden in one face. 



XVII. 

O sweet contest ! of woes 

With loves ; of tears with smiles disputing ! 

O fair and friendly foes, 

Each other kissing and confuting ! 100 

While rain and sunshine, cheeks and eyes 
Close in kind contrarieties. 



XVIII. 

But can these fair floods be 
Friends with the bosom-fires that fill thee ! 
Can so great flames agree 105 

Eternal tears should Uius distil thee ! 

O floods ! O fires ! O suns ! O showers ! 

Mixed and made friends by Love's sweet powers. 



XIX. 

'Twas his well-pointed dart 

That digged these wells, and dressed this vine; no 

And taught the wounded heart 

The way into these weeping eyne. 
Vain loves avaunt I bold hands forbear I 
The Lamb hath dipped His white foot here. 



I 
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XX. 

And now where'er He strays, 115 

Among the Galilean mountains, 

Or more unwelcome ways ; 

He's followed by two faithful fountains ; 
Two walking baths, two weeping motions, 
Portable, and compendious oceans. 120 



XXI. 

O thou, thy Lord's fair store ! 
In thy so rich and rare expenses, 
Even when He showed most poor 
He might provoke the wealth of princes. 

What Prince's wanton'st pride e'er could 125 

Wash with silver, wipe with gold i 



XXII. 

Who is that King, but He 
Who call'st His crown, to be called thine. 
That thus can boast to be 
Waited on by a wandering mine, 130 

A voluntary mint, that strews 

Warm, silver showers where'er He goes ? 



XXIII. 

O precious prodigal ! 
Fair spendthrift of thy self! thy measure 
(Merciless love !) is all. 135 

Even to the last pearl in thy threasure : 

All places, times, and objects be 

Thy tears' sweet opportunity. 
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XXIV. 

Does the day-star rise ? 

Still thy tears do fall and fall. 140 

Does Day close his eyes .^ 

Still the fountain weeps for all. 
Let Night or Day do what they will, 
Thou hast thy task ; thou weepest still. 



XXV. 

Does thy song lull the air } 145 

Thy falling tears keep faithful time. 

Does thy sweet-breath*d prayer 

Up in clouds of incense climb ? 
Still at each sigh, that is, each stop, 
A bead, that is, a tear, does drop. 1 50 



XXVI. 

At these thy weeping gates 

(Watching their watery motion), 

Each winged moment waits : 

Takes his tear, and gets him gone. 
By thine eyes' tinct ennobled thus, 155 

Time lays him up ; he's precious. 



XXVII. 

Time, as by thee He passes, 

Makes thy ever-watery eyes 

His hour-glasses. 

By them His steps He rectifies. 160 

The sands He used, no longer please. 
For His own sands He'll use thy seas. 

£ 



't 
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XXVIII. 

Not, " so long she liv^d/' 
Shall thy tomb report of thee ; i 

But, " so long she grieved : " 165 

Thus must we date thy memory. 

Others by moments, months, and years 

Measure their ages ; thou, by tears. 

XXIX. 

So do perfumes expire, 

So sigh tormented sweets, oppressed 170 

With proud unpitying fire. 

Such tears the suffering rose, that's vexed 
With ungentle flames, does shed, 
Sweating in a too warm bed. 

I 

I 
I 

XXX. \ 

Say, ye bright brothers, 175 

The fugitive sons of those fair eyes. 

Your fruitful mothers ! 

What make you here ? what hopes can 'tice 
You to be born ? what^cause can borrow 
You from those nests of noble sorrow ? 180 



XXXI. 

Whither away so fast ? 

For sure the sluttish earth 

Your sweetness cannot taste. 

Nor does the dust deserve your birth. 
Sweet, whither haste you then ? O say 185 

Why you trip so fast away ? 
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XXXII. 

We go not to seek 

The darlings of Aurora's bed, 

The rose's modest cheek, 

Nor the violet's humble head. 190 

Though the field's eyes too Weepers be. 
Because they want such tears as we. 

XXXIII. 

Much less mean we to trace 

The fortune of inferior gems, 

Preferred to some proud face, 195 

Or perched upon feared diadems : 
Crowned heads are toys. We go to meet 
A worthy object, our Lord s feet. 



XL 

A HYMN TO THE NAME AND HONOUR OF 
THE ADMIRABLE SAINT TERESA : 

Foundress of the Reformation of the Discalced 
Carmelites, both Men and Women ; 

A Woman for angelical height of speculation, for masculine courage 
of performance, more than a woman, who yet a child outran 
maturity, and durst plot a martyrdom. 

Love, thou art absolute sole lord 
Of life and death. To prove the word 
We'll now appeal to none of all 
Those thy old soldiers, great and tall, 
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Ripe men of martyrdom, that could reach down, S 

With strong arms, their triumphant crown ; 

Such as could with lusty breath, 

Speak loud into the face of Death 

Their great Lord's glorious name, to none 

Of those whose spacious bosoms spread a throne lo 

For Love at large to fill ; spare blood and sweat : 

And see him take a private seat. 

Making his mansion in the mild 

And milky soul of a soft child. 

Scarce has she learnt to lisp the name 1 5 

Of martyr ; yet she thinks it shame 
Life should so long play with that breath 
Which spent can buy so brave a death. 

She never undertook to know 

What Death with Love should have to do ; 20 

Nor has she e*er yet understood 

Why to show love, she should shed blood, 

Yet though she cannot tell you why 

She can love, and she can die. 

Scarce has she blood enough to make 25 

A guilty sword blush for her sake ; 

Yet has she a heart dares hope to prove 

How much less strong is Death than Love. 

Be Love but there ; let poor six years 

Be posed with the maturest fears 30 

Man trembles at, you straight shall find 

Love knows no nonage, nor the mind ; 

'Tis love, not years or limbs that can 

Make the martyr, or the man. 

Love touched her heart, and lo it beats 35 

High, and burns with such brave heats ; 

Such thirsts to die, as dares drink up 

A thousand cold deaths in one cup. 



Hymn to Saint Teresa. 37 

Good reason : for she breathes all jfire ; 

Her white breast heaves with strong desire 40 

Of what she may, with fruitless wishes, 

Seek for amongst her mother's kisses. 

Since 'tis not to be had at home 

She '11 travel to a martyrdom. 

No home for her's confesses she 45 

But where she may a martyr be. 

She '11 to the Moors ; and trade with them 

For this unvalued diadem : 

She '11 offer them her dearest breath, 

With Christ's name in 't, in change for death : 50 

She '11 bargain with them ; and will give 

Them God ; teach them how to live 

In Him : or, if they this deny. 

For Him she '11 teach them how to die : 

So shall she leave amongst them sown 55 

Her Lord's blood ; or at least her own. 

Farewell then, all the World ! adieu ! 

Teresa is no more for you. 

Farewell, all pleasures, sports, and joys 

(Never till now esteemed toys) 60 

Farewell, whatever dear may be, 

Mother's arms, or father's knee : 

Farewell hoase, and farewell home ! 

She 's for the Moors, and martyrdom. 

Sweet, not so fast ! lo, thy fair Spouse, 65 

Whom thou seek *st with so swift vows ; 

Calls thee back, and bids thee come 

T' embrace a milder martyrdom. 

Blest powers forbid, thy tender life 

Should bleed upon a barbarous knife : 70 

Or some base hand have power to rase 

Thy breast's chaste cabinet, and uncase 
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A soul kept there so sweet : O no, 

Wise Heaven will never have it so. 

Thou art Loves victim ; and must die 75 

A death more mystical and high : 

Into Love's arms thou shalt let fall 

A still-surviving funeral. 

His is the dart must make the death 

Whose stroke shall taste thy hallowed breath ; 80 

A dart thrice dipped in that rich flame 

Which writes thy Spouse's radiant name 

Upon the roof of Heaven, where aye 

It shines ; and with a sovereign ray 

Beats bright upon the burning faces 85 

Of souls which in that Name's sweet graces 
Find everlasting smiles : so rare, 
So spiritual, pure, and fair 
Must be th* immortal instrument 

Upon whose choice point shall be sent 90 

A life so loved : and that there be 
Fit executioners for thee, 
The fairest and first-born sons of fire 
Blest seraphim, shall leave their quire, 
And turn Love's soldiers, upon thee 95 

To exercise their archery. 

O how oft shalt thou complain 

Of a sweet and subtle pain : 

Of intolerable joys : 

Of a death, in which who dies 106 

Loves his death, and dies again 

And would for ever so be slain. 

And lives, and dies ; and knows not why 

To live, but that he thus may never leave to die. 

How kindly will thy gentle heart 105 

Kiss the sweetly-killing dart ! 
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And close in his embraces keep 
Those delicious wounds, that weep 
Balsam to heal themselves with : thus 
When these thy deaths, so numerous, no 

Shall all at last die into one, 
And melt thy souls sweet mansion ; 
Like a soft lump of incense, hasted 
By too hot a fire, and wasted 

Into perfuming clouds, so fast 1 1 5 

Shalt thou exhale to Heaven at last 
In a resolving sigh, and then 
O what ? Ask not the tongues of men ; 

Angels cannot tell ; suffice 

I'hyself shall feel thine own full joys, 120 

And hold them fast for ever there. 

So soon as thou shalt first appear. 

The moon of maiden stars, thy white 

Mistress, attended by such bright 

Souls as thy shining self, shall come 125 

And in her first ranks make thee room ; 

Where 'mongst her snowy family 

Immortal welcomes wait for thee. 

O what delight, when revealed Life shall stand. 

And teach thy lips Heaven with His hand ; 1 30 

On which thou now may'st to thy wishes 

Heap up thy consecrated kisses. 

What joys shall seize thy soul, when she, 

Bending her blessed eyes on Thee, 

(Those second smiles of Heaven,) shall dart 135 

Her mild rays through Thy melting heart. 

Angels, thy old friends, there shall greet thee 

Glad at their own home now to meet thee. 

All thy good works which went before 

And waited for thee, at the door, 140 
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Shall own thee there ; and all in one 
Weave a constellation 

Of crowns, with which the King thy Spouse 
Shall build up thy triumphant brows. 



All thy old woes shall now smile on thee, 145 

And thy pains sit bright upon thee, 
All thy sorrows here shall shine, 
All thy sufferings be divine : 
Tears shall take comfort, and turn gems. 
And wrongs repent to diadems. 1 50 

Ev'n thy death shall live ; and new- 
Dress the soul, that erst he slew. 
Thy wounds shall blush to such bright scars , 
As keep account of the Lamb's wars. 

Those rare works where thou shalt leave writ 155 

Love's noble history, with wit 

Taught thee by none but Him, while here 

They feed our souls, shall clothe thine there. 

Each heavenly word, by whose hid flame 

Our hard hearts shall strike fire, the same 160 

Shall flourish on thy brows, and be 

Both fire to us and flame to thee ; 

Whose light shall live bright in thy face 

By glory, in our hearts by grace. 

Thou shalt look round about, and see 165 

Thousands of crown'd souls throng to be 

Themselves thy crown : sons of thy vows 

The virgin-births with which thy sovereign Spouse 

Made fruitful thy fair soul. Go now 

And with them all about thee, bow 170 

To Him ; put on, (He'll say,) put on 

(My rosy love) that thy rich zone 
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Sparkling with the sacred flames 

Of thousand souls, whose happy names 

Heaven keep upon thy score: (Thy bright 175 

Life brought them first to kiss the light. 

That kindled them to stars,) and so 

Thou with the Lamb, thy Lord, shalt go. 

And wheresoever He sets His white 

Steps, walk with Him those ways of light,. i8a 

Which who in death would live to see, 

Must learn in life to die like thee. 



FROM "THE FLAMING HEART: 

Upon the Book and Picture of the Seraphical 
Saint Teresa, as she is usually expressed 
WITH a Seraphim beside her." 

*♦*♦♦# 

O THOU undaunted daughter of desires t 
By all thy dower of lights and fires ; 
By all the eagle in thee, all the dove ; 
By all thy lives and deaths of love ; 
By thy large draughts of intellectual day,. y 

And by thy thirsts of Tove more large than they ; 
By all thy brim-fiird bowls of fierce desire, 
By thy last morning's draught of liquid fire ; 
By the full kingdom of that final kiss 
That seized thy parting soul, and seaFd thee His ; 10 
By all the Heaven thou hast in Him 
(Fair sister of the seraphim !) 
By all of Him we have in thee ; 
Leave nothing of myself in me. 

Let me so read thy life, that I 1 5 

Unto all life of mine may die. 

F 
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, XIII. 

DESCRIPTION OF A RELIGIOUS HOUSE AND 

CONDITION OF LIFE. 

(OUT OF BARCLAY.) 

No roofs of gold o'er riotous tables shining, 

Whole days and suns devoured with endless dining. 

No sails of Tyrian silk, proud pavements sweeping, 

Nor ivory couches costlier slumber keeping ; 

False lights of flaring gems ; tumultuous joys ; 5 

Halls full of flattering men and frisking boys ; 

Whate'er false shows of short and slippery good 

Mix the mad sons of men in mutual blood. 

But walks and unshorn woods ; and souls, just so 

Unforced and genuine; biit not shady though. 10 

Our lodgings hard and homely as our fare. 

That chaste and cheap, as the few clothes we wear ; 

Those, coarse and negligent, as the natural locks 

Of these loose groves ; rough as th' unpolished rocks. 

A hasty portion of prescribed sleep ; 15 

Obedient slumbers, that can wake and weep. 

And sing, and sigh, and work, aiid sleep again ; 

Still rolling a round sphere of still-returning pain. 

Hands full of hearty labours ; pains that pay 

And prize themselves; do much, that more they may, 20 

And work for work, not wages ; let to-morrow's 

New drops, wash off the sweat of this day's sorrows. 

A long and daily-dying life, which breathes 

A respiration of reviving deaths. 

But neither are there those ignoble stings 25 

That nip the blossom of the World's best things, 

And lash Earth-labouring souls. ... 



Psalm cxxxvii, 43 

iNv> crus-i guard of diligent cares, that keep 

Crown'd woes awake, as things too wise for sleep : 

But reverent discipline, and religious fear, 30 

And soft obedience, find sweet biding here'; 

Silence, and sacred rest ; peace, and pure joys ; 

Kind loves keep house, lie close, make no noise; 

And room enough for monarchs, while none swells 

Beyond the kingdoms of contentful cells. 35 

The self-rememb'ring sbul sweetly recovers 

Her kindred with the stars ; not basely hovers 

Below : but meditates her immortal way 

Home to the original source of Light, and intellectual day. 



XIV. 

PSALM CXXXVII. 

On the proua banks of great Euphrates^ flood. 

There we sate, and there we wept : 
Our harps, that now no music understood. 
Nodding, on the willows slept : 

While unhappy captived we, 5 

Lovely Sion, thought on thee. 
They, they that snatched us from our country's breast 

Would have a song carved to their ears 
In Hebrew numbers, then (O <:ruel jest !) 

When harps and hearts were drown'd in tears : 10 

Come, they cried, conie sing and play 
One of Sion's songs to-day, 
Sing ? play } to i^om (ah !) shall we sing or play. 

If not, Jerusalem, to thee? 
Ah ! thee Jerusalem ! ah 1 sooner may 1 5 

This hand forget the mastery 
Of Music's dainty touch, than I 
The music of thy memory. 



N^ 
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Which when I lose, O may at once my tongue 

Lose f liis*sapie t(^y-speaking art, 20 

UnperJhxl, her vocal arteries unstrung, 
No more acquainted with my heart, 

On my^ry palate*s roof to rest 
. *• A' wfther'd leaf, an idle guest. 
No, no, Thy good Sion, alone, must crown 25 

The head of all my hope-nursed joys. 
But Edom, cruel thou ! thou cri'dst down, down 
Sink Sion, down and never rise ; 

Her falling thou didst urge and thrust, 
And haste to dash her into dust : 30 

Dost laugh ? proud Babel's daughter ! do, laugh on, 

Till thy ruin teach thee tears, 
Even such as these ; laugh, till a Venging throng 
Of woes, too late, do rouse thy fears : 

Laugh, till thy children's bleeding bones 35 

Weep precious tears upon the stones. 



XV, 

HOPK 
(" M. Crashaw's Answer " (to Cowley) ** for Hope," 

lines 21-30, and 37-44.) 

Fair Hope ! Our earlier Heaven 1 by thee 
Young Time is taster to Eternity : 
Thy generous wine with age grows strong, not sour, 
Nor does it kill thy fruit, to smell thy flower. 

Thy golden, growing head never hangs down, 5 

Till in the lap of Love's full noon 

It falls ; and dies ! O no, it melts away 

As doth the dawn into the Day; 
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As lumps of sugar lose themselves, and twine 

Their subtle essence with the soul of wine. lo 



Sweet Hope ! kind cheat ! fair fallacy ! by thee 

We are not where nor what we be, 
But what and where we would be. Thus art thou 
Our absent presence, and our future now. 
Faith*s sister ! nurse of fair desire ! \ 5 

Fear's antidote ! a wise and well-stay'd fire ! 
Temper 'twixt chill Despair, and torrid Joy ! 
Queen regent in young Love's minority ! 



DIVINE EPIGRAMS. 
XVI. 

Two WENT UP INTO THE TEMPLE TO PRAY <Luke xviil. lO). 

Two went to pray! O, rather say. 
One went to brag, th' other to pray. 

One stands up close, and treads on high. 
Where th' other dares not send his eye. 

One nearer to God*s altar trod ; 
The other to the altar*s God. 

XVII. 

Upon the Sepulchre of our Lord. 

Here, where our Lord once laid His head, 
Now the grave lies buried. 
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XVIII. 
The Widow's Mites (Luke xxi. 2, 3). 

Two mites, two drops (yet all her house and land) 
Fall from a steady heart, though trembling hand : 
The other's wanton wealth foams high and brave. 
The other cast away ; she only gave. 

XIX. 
On the Prodigal. — Luke xv. 

" The younger son gathered all together, and took his journey into 
a far country." 

Tell me, bright boy, tell me, my golden lad. 
Whither away so frolic } why so glad 1 
What all thy wealth in council i all thy state ? 
Are husks so dear } troth, 'tis a mighty rate. 

XX. 

It IS BETTER TO GO INTO HEAVEN WITH ONE EYE, ETC. 

(Mark ix. 47). 

One eye ? a thousand rather, and a thousand more, 

To fix those full-faced glories ! O, he's poor 

Of eyes that has but Argus* store ! 

Yet, if thou'lt fill one poor eye with Thy Heaven and Thee, 

O grant, sweet Goodness, that one eye may be 5 

All and every whit of me. 

XXI. 

Give to Caesar— and to God— (Mark xii. 17.) 

All we have is God's, and yet 
Caesar challenges a debt ; 
Nor hath Gpd a thinner share. 
Whatever Caesar*s payments are. 
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All is God's ; and yet 'tis true S 

All we have is Caesar's too. 
All is Caesar's : and what odds, 
So long as Caesar's self is God's ? 



• XXII. 

I 

But now they have Seen and Hated (John xv. 24). 

Seen ? and yet hated Thee ? they did not see, 
They saw Thee not, that saw and hated Thee : . 
No, no, they saw Thee not, O Life, O Love, 
Who saw aught in Thee that their hate could move ! 

XXIIL 

On the Blessed Virgin's Bashfulness. 

That on her lap she casts her humble eye, 
Tis the sweet pride of her humility. 
The fair star is well fix'd, for where, O, where. 
Could she have fix'd it on a fairer sphere ? 
'Tis Heaven, 'tis Heaven she sees, Heaven's God there 
lies; 5 

She can see Heaven, and ne'er lift up her eyes. 
This new guest to her eyes new laws hath given : 
'Twas once look up, 'tis now look down to Heaven. 

XXIV. 

Upon the Infant Martyrs. 

To see both blended in one flood, 
The mothers' milk, the children's blood, 
Makes me doubt if Heaven will gather 
Roses hence, or lilies rather. 
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XXV. 

Aquae in vinum versae (John ii. i-ii). 

Unde rubor vestris, et non sua purpura lymphis ? 

Quae rosa mirantes tam nova mutat aquas ? 
Numen, convivae, praesens agnoscite Numen : 

Nympha pudica Deum vidit, et erubuit 

The above Epigram was translated by Aaron Hill 
(1685-1750) as under : — 

Water turned into Wine. 

When Christ at Cana*s feast by power divine 
Inspired cold water with the warmth of wine ; 
See ! cried they, while in reddening tide it gushed, 
The bashful stream hath seen its God, and blushed. 

XX VL 

Translation of " In coetum coelestem omnium Sanctorum^^ 

by Rev, R. Aris Willmott 

To THE Assembly of all the Saints. 

Thrice-happy souls, to whom the prize is given, 

Whom faith and truth have lifted into heaven : 

Gift of the heavenly Martyrs' dying breath, 

Gift of a Faith that burst the gates of Death. 

O Spring, O golden harvest of glad light ; 5 

Sweet day, whose beauty never fades in night ; 

The palm blooms in each hand, the garland on each brow, 

The raiment glitters in its undimm'd snow ; 

The regions of unfading peace ye see, 

And the meek brightness of the Lamb : how different 

from me! 10 



SECULAR POEMS. 

From "The Delights of the Muses." 



I. 

MUSIC'S DUEL. 

Now Westward Sol had spent the richest beams 

Of Noon's high glory, when hard by the streams 

Of Tiber, on the scene of a green plat, 

Under protection of an oak, there sat 

A sweet Lute's-master ; in whose gentle airs 5 

He lost the day's heat, and his own hot cares. 

Close in the covert of the leaves there stood 
A Nightingale, come from the neighbouring wood : 
(The sweet inhabitant of each glad tree. 
Their Muse, their Syren — harmless Syren she I) 10 

There stood she listening, and did entertain 
The music's soft report, and mould the same 
In her own murmurs, that whatever mood 
His curious fingers lent, her voice made good : 
The man perceived his rival, and her art ; 15 

Disposed to give the light-foot lady sport. 
Awakes his lute, and 'gainst the fight to come 
Informs it in a sweet prceludium 
Of closer strains, and ere the war begin, 
He lightly skirmishes on every string, 20 

Charged with a flying touch : and straightway she 
Carves out her dainty voice as readily. 
Into a thousand sweet distinguish'd tones. 
And reckons up in soft divisions. 

Quick volumes of wild notes ; to let him know 25 

By that shrill taste, she could do something too. 

His nimble hands' instinct then taught each string 
A Cap'ring cheerfulness ; and made them sing 
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To their own dance ; now negligently rash 

He throws his arm, and with a long drawn dash 30 

Blends all together ; then distinctly trips 

From this to that ; then quick returning skips 

And snatches this again, and pauses there. 

She measures every measure, everywhere 

Meets art with art ; sometimes as if in doubt 35 

Not perfect yet, and fearing to be out. 

Trails her plain ditty in one long-spun note, 

Through the sleek passage of her open throat, 

A clear unwrinkled song ; then doth she point It 

With tender accents, and severely joint it 40 

By short diminutives, that being reared 

In controverting warbles evenly shared. 

With her sweet self she wrangles. He amazed 

That from so small a channel should be raised 

The torrent of a voice, whose melody 45 

Could melt into such sweet variety. 

Strains higher yet ; that tickled with rare art 

The tattling strings (each breathing in his part) 

Most kindly do fall out ; the grumbling base 

In surly groans disdains the treble's grace ; 50 

The high-perch'd treble chirps at this, and chides, 

Until his finger (Moderator) hides 

And closes the sweet quarrel, rousing all, 

Hoarse, shrill at once ; as when the trumpets call 

Hot Mars to th' harvest of Death's field, and woo 55 

Men's hearts into their hands : this lesson too 

She gives him back ; her supple breast thrills out 

Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt 

Of dallying sweetness, hovers o'er her skill, 

And folds in wav'd notes with a trembling bill 60 

The pliant series of her slippery song ; 

Then starts she suddenly into a throng 

Of short, thick sobs, whose thund'ring volleys float. 

And roll themselves over her lubric throat 

In panting murmurs, 'still'd out of hef breast, 65 
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That ever-bubbling spring ; the sugar'd nest 

Of her delicious soul, that there does lie, 

Bathing in streams of liquid melody ; 

Music's best seed-plot, whence in ripen'd airs 

A golden-headed harvest fairly rears 70 

His honey-dropping tops, ploughed by her breath, 

Which there reciprocally laboureth 

In that sweet soil ; it seems a holy quire 

Founded to th' name of great Apollo's lyre, 

Whose silver roof rings with the sprightly notes 75 

Of sweet-lipp*d angel-imps, that swill their throats 

In cream of morning Helicon, and then 

Prefer soft-anthems to the ears of men, 

To woo them from their beds, still murmuring 

That men can sleep while they their matins sing : 80 

(Most divine service) whose so early lay. 

Prevents the eyelids of the blushing Day ! 

There might you hear her kindle her soft voice, 

In the close murmur of a sparkling noise, 

And lay the ground-work of her hopeful song, 85 

Still keeping in the forward stream, so long, 

Till a sweet whirlwind (striving to get out) 

Heaves her soft bosom, wanders round about. 

And makes a pretty earthquake in her breast^ 

Till the fledged notes at length forsake their nest, 90 

Fluttering in wanton shoals, and to the sky, 

Wing*d with their own wild echoes, prattling fly. 

She opes the floodgate, and lets loose a tide 

Of streaming sweetness, which in state doth ride 

On the wav'd back of every swelling strain, 95 

Rising and falling in a pompous train. 

And while she thus discharges a shrill peal 

Of flashing airs, she qualifies their zeal 

With the cool epode of a graver note. 

Thus high, thus low, as if her silver throat ICX) 

Would reach the brazen voice of War's hoarse bird ; 

Her little soul is ravish'd : and so pour'd 
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Into loose ecstasies, that she is placed 
Above herself, Music's Enthusiast. 

Shame now and anger mixed a double stain 105 

In the Musician's face ; yet once again 
(Mistress) I come ; now reach a strain my lute, 
Above her mock, or be for ever mute ; 
Or tune a song of victory to me, 

Or to thyself, sing thine own obsequy : no 

So said, his hands sprightly as fire, he flings 
And with a quavering coyness tastes the strings. 
The sweet-lipp'd sisters, musically frighted. 
Singing their fears, are fearfully delighted, 
Trembling as when Apollo's golden hairs 115 

Are fann'd and frizzled in the wanton airs 
Of his own breath : which married to his lyre 
Doth tune the spheres, and make Heaven's self look 

higher. 
From this to that, from that to this he flies. 
Feels Music's pulse in all her arteries ; 120 

Caught in a net which there Apollo spreads. 
His fingers struggle with the vocal threads. 
Following those little rills, he sinks into 
A sea of Helicon ; his hand does go 

Those paths of sweetness which with nectar drop, 125 

Softer than that which pants in Hebe's cup . 
The humorous strings expound his learned touch, 
By various glosses ; now they seem to grutch, 
And murmur in a buzzing din, then gingle 
In shrill-tongued accents : striving to be single. 130 

Every smooth turn, every delicious stroke 
Gives life to some new grace ; thus doth h' invoke 
Sweetness by all her names ; thus, bravely thus, 
(Fraught with a fury so harmonious) 
The lute's light genius now does proudly rise, 135 

Heaved on the surges of swollen rhapsodies, 
Whose flourish (meteor-like) doth curl the air 
With flash of high-boni fancies : here and there 
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Dancing in lofty measures, and anon 

Creeps on the soft touch of a tender tone ; 140 

Whose trembling murmurs melting in wild airs 

Runs to and fro, complaining his sweet cares, 

Because those precious mysteries that dwell 

In Music's ravish'd soul, he dare not tell, 

But whisper to the world : thus do they vary 145 

Each string his note, as if they meant to carry 

Their Master's blest soul (snatch'd out at his ears 

By a strong ecstasy) through all the spheres 

Of Music's heaven ; and seat it there on high 

In th' empyrean of pure harmony. 1 50 

At length (after so long, so loud a strife 

Of all the strings, still breathing the best life 

Of blest variety, attending on 

His fingers' fairest revolution 

In many a sweet rise, many as sweet a fall) 155 

A fuU-mouth'd diapason swallows all. 

This done, he lists what she would say to this, 
And she, (although her breath's late exercise 
Had dealt too roughly with her tender throat,) 
Yet summons all her sweet powers for a note. 160 

Alas ! in vain ! for while (sweet soul!) she tries 
To measure all those wild diversities 
Of chatt'ring strings, by the small size of one 
Poor simple voice, raised in a natural tone ; 
She fails, and failing grieves, and grieving dies. 165 

She dies : and leaves her life the Victor's prize, 
Falling upon his lute ; O, fit to have 
(That lived so sweetly) dead, so sweet a grave ! 
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II. 

WISHES. 

To HIS (supposed) Mistress. 

Whoe'er she be, 

That not impossible she 

That shall command my heart and me ; 

Where'er she lie, 

Lock'd up from mortal eye, 5 

In shady leaves of Destiny ; 

Till that ripe birth 

Of studied Fate stand forth, 

And teach her fair steps tread our Earth ; 

Till that divine * 10 

Idea, take a shrine 

Of crystal flesh, through which to shine ; 

Meet you her, my wishes. 

Bespeak her to my blisses. 

And be ye call'd, my absent kisses. 15 

I wish her, beauty 

That owes not all its duty 

To gaudy tire or glist'ring shoe-tie ; 

Something more than 

Taffata or tissue can, 20 

Or rampant feather, or rich fan. 
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More than the spoil 

Of shop, or silkworm's toil, 

Or a bought blush, or a set smile. 

A face that 's best 25 

By its own beauty drest, 

And can alone commend the rest, 

A face made up, 

Out of no other shop 

Than what Nature's white hand sets ope. 30 

A cheek where Youth, 

And blood, with pen of Truth 

Write, what their reader sweetly ni'th. 

A cheek where grows 

More than a morning rose : 35 

Which to no box his being owes. 

Lips, where all day 

A lover's kiss may play. 

Yet carry nothing thence away. 

Looks that oppress 40 

Their richest tires, but dress 
Themselves in simple nakedness. 

Eyes, that displace 

The neighbour diamond, and out-face 

That sunshine, by their own sweet grace. 45 

Tresses, that wear 

Jewels, but to declare 

How much themselves more precious are. 

H 
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Whose native ray, 

Can tame the wanton day 50 

Of gems, that in their bright shades play. 

Each ruby there, 

Or pearl that dares appear, 

Be its own blush, be its own tear. 

A well-tamed heart, 55 

For whose more noble smart. 
Love may be long choosing a dart 

Eyes, that bestow 

Full quivers on Love's bow ; 

Yet pay less arrows than they owe. 60 

Smiles, that can warm 

The blood, yet teach a charm, 

That Chastity shall take no harm. 

Blushes, that bin 

The burnish of no sin, 65 

Nor flames of aught too hot within. 

Joys, that confess, 

Virtue their mistress. 

And have no other head to dress. 

Fears, fond and flight, 70 

As the coy bride's, when Night 
First does the longing lover right. 

Tears, quickly fled, 

And vain, as those are shed 

For a dying maidenhead. 75 
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Days, that need borrow, 

No part of their good morrow 

From a fore-spent night of sorrow. 

Days, that in spite 

Of darkness, by the h'ght 8o 

Of a clear mind are day all night. 

Nights, sweet as they, 

Made short by lovers' play. 

Yet long by th' absence of the day. 

Life, that dares send 85 

A challenge to his end. 

And when it comes say, Welcome friend ! 

Sydneian showers 

Of sweet discourse, whose powers 

Can crown old Winter's head with flowers. 90 

Soft silken hours ; 

Open suns ; shady bowers ; 

'Bove all, nothing within that lowers, 

Whate'er delight 

Can make Day's forehead bright, 95 

.Or give down to the wings of Night 

In her whole frame. 
Have Nature all the name. 
Art and ornament the shame. 

Her flattery, 100 

Picture and Poesy, 

Her counsel her own virtue be. 
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I wish her store 

Of worth may leave her poor 

Of wishes ; and I wish — no more. 105 

Now if Time knows 

That her, whose radiant brows 

Weave them a garland of my vows ; 

Her whose just bays, 

My future hopes can raise, 1 10 

A trophy to her present praise ; 

Her that dares be. 

What these lines wish to see : 

I seek no further : it is she. 

Tis she, and here 115 

Lo ! I unclothe and clear. 
My wishes' cloudy character. 

May she enjoy it, 

Whose merit dare apply it, 

But Modesty dares still deny it 120 

Such worth as this is 
Shall fix my flying wishes, 
And determine them to kisses. 

Let her full glory. 

My fancies, fly before ye, 125 

Be ye my fictions ; but her story. 
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III. 

TO THE MORNING: 

Satisfaction for Sleep. 

What succour can I hope my Muse shall send. 
Whose drowsiness hath wrong'd the 'Muses' friend ? 
What hope, Aurora, to propitiate thee, 
Unless the Muse sing my apology ? 

O in that morning of my shame I when I 5 

Lay folded up in Sleep's captivity. 
How at the sight didst thou draw back thine eyes 
Into thy modest veil ! how didst thou rise 
Twice dyed in thine own blushes ! and didst run 
To draw the curtains, and awake the Sun I lo 

Who, rousing his illustrious tresses, came. 
And seeing the loathed object, hid for shame 
His head in thy fair bosom, and still hides 
Me from his patronage ; I pray, he chides : 
And pointing to dull Morpheus, bids me take 15 

My own Apollo, try if I can make 
His Lethe be my Helicon : and see 
If Morpheus have a Muse to wait on me. 
Hence *tis, my humble fancy finds no wings, 
No nimble rapture starts to Heaven, and brings 20 

Enthusiastic fiames, such as can give 
Marrow to my plump genius, make it live 
Dress'd in the glorious madness of a Muse, 
Whose feet can walk the Milky Way, and choose 
Her starry throne ; whose holy heats can warm 25 

The grave, and hold up an exalted arm 
To lift me from my lazy urn, to climb 
Upon the stooped shoulders of old Time, 



I 
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And trace Eternity — ^But all is dead, 

All these delicious hopes are buried 30 

In the deep wrinkles of his angry brow, 

Where Mercy cannot find them ; but O thou 

Bright lady of the Mom ! pity doth lie 

So warm in thy soft breast, it cannot die. 

Have mercy then, and when he next shall rise 35 

O meet the angry God, invade his eyes. 

And stroke his radiant cheeks ; one timely kiss 

Will kill his anger, and revive my bliss. 

So to the treasure of thy pearly dew. 

Thrice will I pay three tears, to show how true 40 

My grief is ; so my wakeful lay shall knock 

At th' oriental gates, and duly mock 

The early larks' shrill orisons, to be 

An anthem at the Day's nativity. 

And the same rosy-finger*d hand of thine, 45 

That shuts Night's dying eyes, shall open mine. 

But thou, faint God of Sleep, forget that I 
Was ever known to be thy votary. 
No more my pillow shall thine altar be. 
Nor will I offer any more to thee 50 

Myself a melting sacrifice ; I'm bom 
Again a fresh child of the buxom Mom, 
Heir of the Sun's first beams. Why threat'st thou so ? 
Why dost thou shake thy leaden sceptre ? go. 
Bestow thy poppy upon wakeful Woe, 55 

Sickness, and Sorrow, whose pale lids ne'er know 
Thy downy finger ; dwell upon their eyes. 
Shut in their tears : shut out their miseries. 
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IV. 

« 

ON A FOUL MORNING, BEING THEN TO TAKE 

A JOURNEY. 

Where art thou, Sol, while thus the blindfold Day 

Staggers out of the East, loses her way, 

Stumbling on Night ? Rouse thee, illustrious youth, 

And let no dull mists choke thy Lighfs fair growth. 

Point here thy beams : O glance on yonder flocks, 5 

And make their fleeces golden as thy locks. 

Unfold thy fair front, and there shall appear 

Full glory, flaming in her own free sphere. 

Gladness shall clothe the Earth, we will instile ^ . 

The face of things an universal smile : lO 

Say to the sullen Morn, thou com'st to court her ; 

And wilt command proud Zephyrus to sport her 

With wanton gales : his balmy breath shall lick 

The tender drops which tremble on her cheek ; 

Which rarified, and in a gentle rain 15 

On those delicious banks distiird again, 

Shall rise in a sweet Harvest, which discloses 

Two ever-blushing beds of new-born roses. 

He'll fan her bright locks, teaching them to flow, 

And frisk in curl'd meanders : he will throw 20 

A fragrant breath suck*d from the spicy nest 

O' th* precious phcenix, warm upon her breast 

He with a dainty and soft hand will trim 

And brush her azure mantle, which shall swim 

In silken volumes ; wheresoever she'll tread, 25 

Bright clouds like golden fleeces shall be spread. 

Rise then (fair blue-eyed maid !) rise and discover 
Thy silver brow, and meet thy golden lover. 
See how he runs, with what a hasty flight, 
Into thy bosom, bathed with liquid light 30 
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Fly, fly profane fogs, far hence fly away, 

Taint not the pure streams of the springing Day, 

With your dull influence ; it is for you 

To sit and scowl upon Night's heavy brow, 

Not on the fresh cheeks of the virgin Morn, 35 

Where naught but smiles, and ruddy joys are worn. 

Fly then, and do not think with her to stay ; 

Let it suflice, she'll wear no mask to-day. 



V. 

IN PRAISE OF LESSIUS'S RULE OF HEALTH. 

Go now, with some daring drug, 

Bait thy disease, and while they tug, 

Thou, to maintain their cruel strife 

Spend the dear treasure of .thy life : 

Go take physic, dote upon . 5 

Some big-named composition,-r- 

The oraculous doctors' mystic bills. 

Certain hard words made into pills ; 

And what at length shalt get by these ? 

Only a costlier disease. lO 

Go poor man, think what shall be 

Remedy 'gainst thy remedy. 

That which makes us have no need 

Of physic, that's physic indeed. 

Hark hither. Reader : wouldst thou see 15 

Nature her own physician be ? , 
Wouldst see a mj^n all his own wealth, . 
His own music, his own health ? 
A man, whose sober soul can tell 
How to wear her garments well ? 20 
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Her garments, that upon her sit, 

(As garments should do,) close and fit ? 

A well-clothed soul, that's not oppressed 

Nor choked with what she should be dress'd ? 

Whose soul's sheath'd in a crystal shrine, 25 

Through which all her bright features shine ? 

As when a piece of wanton lawn, 

A thin aerial veil is drawn, 

O'er Beauty's face ; seeming to hide, 

More sweetly shews the blushing bride : 30 

A soul, whose intellectual beams 

No mists do mask, no lazy steams ? 

A happy soul, that all the way 

To Heaven, hath a Summer's day ? 

Wouldst see a man whose well-warm*d blood 35 

Bathes him in a genuine flood ? 

A man, whose twnhA humours be 

A set of rarest harmony ? 

Wouldst see blithe looks, fresh cheeks beguile 

Age ? Wouldst see December smile ? 40 

Wouldst see a nest of roses grow 

In a bed of revVend snow ? 

Warm thoughts, free spirits, flattering 

Winter's self into a Spring ? 

In sum, wouldst see a man that can 45 

Live to be old, and still a man ? 

Whose latest, and most leaden hours 

Fall with soft wings, stuck with soft flowers ; 

And when Life's sweet fable ends. 

His soul and body part like friends : 50 

No quarrels, murmurs, no delay : 

A kiss, a sigh, and so away ? 

This rare one. Reader, wouldst thou see, 

Hark hither : and thyself be he ! 



66 Secular Poems. 



VI. 

UPON THE DEATH OF THE MOST DESIRED 

MR HERRYS. 

Death, what dost ? O, hold thy blow, 

What thou dost thou dost not know. 

Death, thou must not here be cruel, 

This is Nature's choicest jewel : 

This is he, in whose rare frame 5 

Nature labour'd for a name : 

And meant to leave his precious feature 

The pattern of a perfect creature. 

Joy of Goodness, love of Art, 

Virtue wears him next her heart. 10 

Him the Muses love to follow. 

Him they call their vice-Apollo. 

Apollo, golden though thou be, 

ThVart not fairer than is he. 

Nor more lovely lift'st thy head, 15 

(Blushing) from thine Eastern bed. 

The glories of thy youth ne'er knew 

Brighter hopes than his can shew. 

Why then should it e'er be seen 

That his should fade, while thine is green ? 20 

And wilt thou (O, cruel boast !) 

Put poor Nature to such cost ? 

O, 'twill undo our common mother. 

To be at charge of such another. 

What } think me to no other end 25 

Gracious heavens do use to send 

Earth her best perfection, 

But to vanish, and be gone } 

Therefore only given to-day. 

To-morrow to be snatch'd away } , 30 
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IVe seen indeed the hopeful bud 

Of a ruddy rose that stood 

Blushing, to behold the ray 

Of the new-saluted Day : 

(His tender top not fully spread) 35 

The sweet dash of a shower new shed, 

Invited him, no more to hide 

Within himself the purple pride 

Of his forward flower ; when lo, 

While he sweetly *gan to show 40 

His swelling glories, Auster spied him, 

Cruel Auster thither hied him, 

And with the rush of one rude blast. 

Shamed not, spitefully to waste 

All his leaves, so fresh, so sweet, 45 

And lay them trembling at his feet. 

I've seen the Morning's lovely ray, 

Hover o'er the new-bom Day, 

With rosy wings so richly bright, 

As if she scorn'd to think of Night ; 50 

When a rugged storm, whose scowl 

Made heaven's radiant face look foul 

Call'd for an untimely night. 

To blot the newly-blossom'd light 

But were the rose's blush so rare, 55 

Were the Morning's smile so fair. 

As is he, nor cloud, nor wind. 

But would be courteous, would be kind. 

Spare him Death, ah! spare him then, 
Spare the sweetest among men : 60 

And let not Pity, with her tears 
Keep such distance from thine ears. 
But O, thou wilt not, canst not spare. 
Haste hath never time to hear. 
Therefore if he needs must go, 65 

And the Fates will have it so ; 
Softly may he be possess'd 
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Of his monumental rest 

Safe, thou dark home of the dead, 

Safe, O hide his \ovhA head : 70 

Keep him close, close in thine arms, 

Sealed up with a thousand charms. 

For Pity's sake, O, hide him quite 

From his mother Nature's sight ; 

Lest for grief his loss may move 75 

All her births abortive prove. 



\ VII. 

AN EPITAPH UPON MR ASHTON, A CON- 
FORMABLE CITIZEN. 

The modest front of this small floor, 

Believe me, Reader, can say more 

Than many a braver marble can ; 

Here lies a truly honest man. 

One whose conscience was a thing, 5 

That troubled neither Church nor King. 

One of those few that in this town. 

Honour all Preachers, hear their own. 

Sermons he heard, yet not so many 

As left no time to practice any. 10 

He heard them rev'rently, and then 

His practice preach'd them o*er again. 

His Parlour-Sermons rather were 

Those to the eye, than to the ear. 

His prayers took their price and strength, 1 5 

Not from the loudness, nor the length. 

He was a Protestant at home, 

Not only in despite of Rome. 

He loved his Father ; yet his zeal 

Tore not off his Mother's veil. 20 
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To th' Church he did allow her dress, 

True Beauty, to true Holiness. 

Peace, which he loved in life, did lend 

Her hand to bring him to his end. 

When Age and Death caird for the score, 25 

No surfeits were to reckon for. 

Death tore not — therefore — but sans strife 

Gently untwined his thread of life. 

What remains then, but that thou 

Write these lines. Reader, in thy brow, 30 

And by his fair example's light, 

Bum in thy imitation bright 

So while these lines can but bequeath 

A life perhaps unto his death ; 

His better Epitaph shall be, 35 

His life still kept alive in thee. 



VIII. 

DEATH'S LECTURE AND THE FUNERAL OF 

A YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 

Dear relics of a dislodged soul, whose lack 

Makes many a mourning paper put on black I 

O stay awhile, ere thou draw in thy head 

And wind thyself up close in thy cold bed. 

Stay but a little while, until I call 5 

A summons worthy of thy funeraL 

Come then, Youth, Beauty, Blood I all ye soft powers, 
Whose silken flatteries swell a few fond hours 
Into a false eternity. Come man ; 

Hyperbolized nothing ! know thy span ; lO 

Take thine own measure here, down, down, and bow 
Before thyself in thine idea ; thou 
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Huge emptiness ! contract thy bulk ; and shrink 

All thy wild circle to a point O sink 

Lower and lower yet ; till thy lean size 15 

Call Heaven to look on thee with narrow eyes. 

Lesser and lesser yet ; till thou, begin 

To show a face, fit to confess thy kin, 

Thy neighbourhood to Nothing ! 

Proud looks, and lofty eyelids, here put on 20 

Yourselves in your unfeign'd reflection ; 

Here, gallant ladies ! this unpartial glass 

(Through all your painting) shows you your true face. 

These death-seal'd lips are they dare gfive the lie 

To the loud boasts of poor Mortality ; 25 

These curtain'd windows, this retired eye 

Out-stares the lids of large-look'd Tyranny, 

This posture is the brave one, this that lies 

Thus low, stands up (methinks) thus, and defies 

The World. All-daring dust and ashes I only you 30 

Of all interpreters read Nature true. 



IX. 

AN EPITAPH UPON A YOUNG MARRIED 

COUPLE ; 

Dead and Buried together. 

To these, whom Death again did wed. 

This grave *s their second marriage-bed ; .'7 

For though the hand of Fate could force 

'Twixt soul and body, a divorce^ 

It could not sunder man and wife, j 

'Cause they both lived but one life. 

Peace, good Reader, do not weep. f 

Peace, the lovers are asleep. -J., y 
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They, sweet turtles, folded lie 

In the last knot that Love could tie. 10 

And though they lie as they were dead. 

Their pillow stone, their sheets of lead ; 

(Pillow hard, and sheets not warm) 

Love nrade the bed ; they'll take no harm ; 

Let them sleep : let them sleep on, i S 

Till this stormy night be gone, 

And the eternal morrow dawn ; 

Then the curtains will be drawn 

And they wake into a light. 

Whose Day shall never sleep in Night 20 



X. 

THE PRINCESSES MARY AND ELIZABETH, 

* 

Children of King Charles I. 

(" To THE Queen upon her numerous progeny," 

1. S7-7S0 

Lady Mary. 

See'ST thou that Mary there ? O teach her mother 

To show her to herself in such another. 

Fellow this wonder too ; nor let her shine 

Alone ; light such another star, and twine 

Their rosy beams, that so the Mom for one 5 

Venus, may have a constellation. 

Lady Elizabeth. 

These words scarce waken'd Heaven, when — lo! — our vows 
Sat crown'd upon the noble infant's brows. 
Th' art pair*d, sweet princess : in this well- writ book 
Read o'er thy self; peruse each line, each look. 10 
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And when th' hast summ'd up all those blooming blisses, 
Close up the book, and clasp it with thy kisses. 
So have I seen (to dress their mistress May) 
Two silken sister-flowers consult, and lay 
Their bashful cheeks together : newly they 15 

Peep'd from their buds, show'd like the garden's eyes 
Scarce waked : like was the crimson of their joys ; 
Like were the tears they wept, so like, that one 
Seem'd but the other's kind reflection. 



XL 

EPIGRAM : 

Upon Ford's Two Tragedies, *' Love's Sacrifice " 

AND "The Broken Heart." 

Thou cheat'st us, Ford ; mak'st one seem two by art : 
What is Love's Sacrifice but The Broken Heart ? 




NOTES. 




Rbspicting the life of Cruhaw little ii known. The fint attempted "life" 
wu written b^the Rer. R. A. Willmott, in his Lives rf the Saered Fetti, 
originally issued in 1834. In 1S72-3 came Di Grosart'i £sny on the life and 
poems, and Memorial -Introduction to his laboriouslj' edited and fiiEt complete 
edition of the works of out Poet. The main known bets of his life, briefly 
stated, are — Chat he was bom in London, 161Z-13 ; at the age of eighteen he 
was admitted into the University of Cambridge, matriculated pen^oner of 
Pembroke College in 1633, elected Fellow in 1637, and M.A. in 1638. In 
1644 he, along with others, was qected from the University, for refiising to 
suiiscrifae to the Covenant. Soon after this he ceased to be a Protestant, aitd 
went over to Roman Catholicism, it being, as Dr Grosarl says, "the 'ideal' 
of his reading, and the 'home' of the sainted ones whose words were as 
manoB to his spirit. " After his acceptance of the Romish faith he retired to 
France, where Cowley met him in Paris in 1646, and btroduced him totbe 
Queen of Charles the First, through whose recommendation he became secre- 
tary at Rome to Cardinal Palotla. Here he lived until 1649 or 1650, when 
he was made Canon of Loretto, where he died of fever shortly after his 
appointment. 

Pp. 3-J0. The poem {Sospetle iTBirode) from which the first four selections 
are made, is a translation of the first book of the Italian Poet Marino's Strags 
digli Inaoccnti ; and yet Crashaw's version bears all the marks of originid 
inspiration. While adhering closely to his original, he has added creative and 
imaginative touches of bis own, which shew that his genius was even superior 
to Marino's. As one example out of many wherein our Poet lias transcended 
his original, the following may be giverL When the fury Alecto arises, 
" Tlie fields' &ir eyes saw her, and saw no more, 
But shot their Sowery lids for ever." 
In^lMarino (literally translated) it is — 

" The flowers all round and the verdure appeared 
To feel the strength of the plague." (Trans, by Grosart.) 

P. 3, Q. % 3. C£ Shelley (Wiltk e/Atlai, St. U.)— 

" Where the qoick heart of the great world doth pant." 

P. 4, 11. 34'36- With these lines compare those of Miltoo on the countenance 
of Satan (/la*-. Lesl, Booki.}:— 
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p. 4, L 54. prevent : anticipate. 
P. 5, 1. 64. broach : to loosen or thaw. 

^- 5» ^ 73> 74* '^hc Poet repeats this striking image in the Hymn To tie 
Name above every namet the Name of Jesus ^ L 212 — 

" The ruby windows that enriched the east ; " 

also in the Hymn for the Epiphany, IL 69, 70 — 

" Aurora shall set ope 
Her ruby casements.** 

P« 5» 1* 75- ^^ Temple sacred to sweet Peace : the temple at Jenualem, or 
(more probably) the temple of Janus in Rome, which was " sacred to peace,** the 
doors of which were thrown open in times of war, and closed in times of peaoe^ 

P. 6, IL 102, 103. Cf. Milton {Par. Lost., Bk. L, L 542, 543)— 

" A shout, that tore hell*s concave, and bevond 
.Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night" 

P. 7, L 32. Cf. Milton {Par, Lost, Bk. ii., 1. 105)— 

"Which, if not victory, is yet revenge." 

P. 7, II. 33-40. The loveliest of the sixty-six stanzas of our Poet's trans- 
lation of Marino : especially note the vivid imagination displayed in last two 
lines of the stanza. 

P. 7, 1. 4a the common people of the skies : Sir Henry Wotton spoke of tlK 
stars in precisely the same language. In the poem On his Mistress^ ik€ Qmm 
of Bohemia, he nas : — 

** You common people of the skies ; 
What are you when the moon shall rise ? ** 

P. S. The Fury ** Cruelty." These stanzas are not, on the whole, eonal to 
the previous excerpts from the same piece ; but I could not foreg[o UMUoding 
them, because of the very striking concluding ten lines. 

P. 9, 1. 30. Prof. M*Oirthy {Notes and Queries, 2nd S., v. 449-5^) has 8af> 
gested this line as a motto for Hood's ''Song of die Shirt.** An admiiabie 
suggestion. 

P. II. In the Holy Nativity of our Lord God. With this piece may be com- 
pared Milton's Hymn on the Nativity. Willmott quotes a portion of this 
poem as an example of Crashaw's " pastoral sweetness ;** and observes that 
'* when released from his self-imposed fetters, he uttered his lays with a soft- 
ness, that like the melody of the nightingale he sans;, seems to come from a 
silver throat '* ( Willmott s Lives of Sacred Poets, ed. 1034, p. 321). 

Dr George Macdonald {Englands Antiphon, p. 243) characterise Uui 
Hymn as " the most musical and most graceful ... of his poems." 

P. 15. Upon Easter Day, Dr Macdonald, again {En^amfr Ami^pMt;^ p. 
243), comments as follows on this poem : " The strangenen of the • , t^^^^- 

rises almost into grandeur In the second stsnsa there Is 1 

combination of images : the rock buds ; and bods a fiwhtai^l.tbtt 

is light. But the images are so much one at the iDOlirllMt&V-i 
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fully into each other, and there is no confusion or incongruity : tiie result is an 
inclined plane of development." 

P. i6. To the Name ahove every name. This Hymii is one of the best ex- 
amples of our Poet's '* ardent enthusiasm, and ecstacy of lyrical movement." 
His resemblance to Shelley in this poem is strongly marked ; and one special 
quality of his poetry, i,e, " Imaginative-sensuousness " (as it is well character- 
ised by Dr Grosart), is especialfy noticeable both here and in Musu^s Duel 
(p. 51), for instance — 

" Sweet Name, in Thy each syllable 
A thousand blest Arabias dwell ; 
A thousand hills of frankincense ; 
Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spices. 
And ten thousand Paradises, 
The soul that tastes Thee takes from thence." 

( To the Nafne of Jesus, 11. 177-182.) 

P. 17, 1. 34. Cf. '* These tumultuous shops of noise " in Crashaw's Prayer^ 
1. 69, Grosart's ed., v. I, p. 130. 
P. 18, 1. 77. Solicitors : exciters or animators. 

P. 23. Dies Irae, dies ilia. This translation of the Latin Hymn was the 
earliest English version. To it Roscommon was much indebted in his poem 
on the Day of Judgment. Willmott's opinion of this poem and its onginal 
is thus expressed: '*To style Crashaw's Hymn a translation at aU, is 
an untruth ; unless a picture, wrought into life by force of colouring and ex- 
pression, can be considered a copy of a feeble and inanimate outline '' {Lives 
of Sacred Poets, ed. 1834, p. 313). 

P. 25, St. xvi., 1. i. *//*': go ye. 

P. 26. Translation of *' Christe^ veni,'* by Rev, R. Wilton, This 
is taken from Dr Grosart's complete Edition oi the works of Crashaw in 
"The Fuller Worthies* Library," VoL iic, pp. 223-225. Neither the original 
Latin poem nor the translation had ever been printed until included in Dr 
Grosart's Edition. For the sake of the Latin scholar I here give the 
original : — 

Christe, veni. 

Em veni ; quicunque ferant tua signa timores^ 

Quae nos cunque vocant tristia, Christe, veni. 
Christe, veni ; suus avulsum rapiat labor axem. 

Nee sinat implicitas ire redire vias ; 
Mutuus attonito titubet sub foedere mundus, 

Nee natura vagnm dissona volvat opus. 
Christe, veni ; roseos ultra remeare per ortus 

Noli^ et ambiguos Sol trahat aeger equos. 
ChtittAi veiil'i ipsti suas patiatur Cynthia noctes, 
'' ^MmJIiM TlMiBsalico tihcta tremore genas ; 

-^''*' •^\\^^ttttl/tjllJ^jjJi9S^ P^ inane dolendum 
* \mmml^^^KKmmmmMk^t^ t^^^tatA caput ; 
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Sole snb invito subitae vis improba noctis 

Corripiat solitam, non sua jura, diem ; 
Importuna dies, nee £oi conscia pacti, 

Per desolatae murmura noctis eat. 
Christe, veni ; tenet Oceanus pater, et sua nolit 

Claustra vagi montes sub nova sceptra meent 
Christe, veni ; quodcunque audet metus, audeat ultra 

Fata id agant, quod agant ; tu modo, Christe, veni. 
Christe, veni ; quacunque venis mercede malonun. 

Quanti hoc constiterit cunque venire, venL 
Teque tuosque oculos tanti est potuisse videre I 

O tanti est te vel sic potuisse frui ! 
Quicquid id est, veniat. Tu modo, Christs, vbni. 

P. 27. Saint Mary Magdalene^ or The Weeper. Dr Grosart {.Esse^ an the Life 
and Poetry of Crashaw^ p. Ixiii.) names this lovely poem as containing many 
examples of our Poet's *' Imaginative-sensuousness.^' On the beautiful 
second stanza he makes the following discerning comment : "What a grand 

reach of 'imaginative' comprehensiveness have we where from 

the swimming eyes of his Magdalene he was, as it were, swept upward to the 
broad transfigured sky in its wild ever-varying beauty of the glittering silver 
rain!" 

P. 28, St. vii., 1. 4. Nuzutd: nestled or cherished. 

P. 31, St. xvL, 11. 5, 6. These lines have a striking resemblance in expressioo, 
if not in thought, to Spenser's 

" O wondrous skill and sweet wit of the man. 
That her in daffodillies sleeping made," &c 

P. 31, St xix., 1. 6. Cf. Rev. xiv. 4, "These are they which follow the Lamb 
whithersoever he goeth." 

P. 32, St. xxiii., 1. 4. threasure: treasure. From thesaurus (Latin). 

P* 35> St. xxxii., 1. $. fields eyes : This expression for the flowers is repeated 
in "Sospetto d'Herode." See our extract (No. iii.), 1. 38. 

P* 35* St. xxxiii., 11. 5, 6. ** ' Feet' at highest; mark the humbleness, and the 
fitness too. " — Dr Grosart. 

P. 35. Hymn to the name and honour of the Admirable Saint Tertsm, Cole* 
ridge {Tad/e Talk and Omniana^ ed. by T. Ashe, 1884) thought this poem on 
St. Teresa Crashaw's finest work, and remarked in regard to lines 43-64 
that they *'were ever present to my mind whilst writing the second part of 
Christabel ; if, indeed, by some subtle process of the mind they did not 
suggest the first thought of the whole poem." 

This poem to St Teresa was written before Crashaw's change of faith, and 
indicates that he was even then, in spirit, a Catholic. 

P. 41. From The Flaming Heart. I have given only the condudimr linct 
from this, the third poem on St Teresa. G. A. Simcox {Wards MngHsh 
Poets, Vol. ii. p. 197) observes: "The wonderful close of the poem on the 
Flaming Heart is more wonderful because it comes after an atrocious and 



longed conceit, to the effea that the saint's heart would not be inflamed hy 
d>e arrow of the seraph, but was fit to inflame thai and all creatntes beside." 

The following fine lines may be given here as an additional spedmen of 
this Btrilcing piece : — 

' ' In Love's field was never found 
A nublei weapon than a wound. 
Love's passives are his activ'st part, 
The wounded is the wounding heart. 
O heart t the equal poise of Love's both parts 
Big alike with vronnds and daits. 



P. 42. Dearifiiett nf a KtHgitia Hottsi and CondilioH of Life. " The 
orunnal of this occuis in Barclay's Argenu, Boole v."—Dr Gresart, 
P. 43, L 16. This line is quoted by Pope m Eloita to Ateiard, line 212. 

P. 43. Haim cxxxvii. In addition to this our Poet has also paraphrased 
Psalm uiii., which Pope thought one of his best pieces. A comparison of the 
two will, we think, convince the reader that Pope's judgment in this case was 
not an inbllible one. The reader should carefully compare Craibaw's para- 
phrase with the authorised version. Let him especially notice lines 15-24, 
whidi be has made even more poetical than b our tndinoiy version. 

P. 44. Hapi. The poem from which this excerpt is given was written in 
reply to Cowley's Ppeni on the same subject. Coleridge says {TatU Tali anJ 
Omnuma, ed. by T. Ashe, 1SS4, p. 322) ; " In the poem Hope, .... his 
superiority to Cowley ia self-evident." 

Pp. 45-48. Divine Epigrams, DrGeo. liatAoTaiA{EnglatufsAnlipAim,\). 
340) says of theae E[rigrams : "They are to me the most valuable itf his verses, 
inasmuch as they make us feel aiiesh the truth which he sets forth anew. In 
them some of the facts of our Lord's life and teaching look ont upon ns as 
from clear windows ol the past. As epigrams, too, diey are excellent — 
pointed a* a lancb " 

P. 45, 7W wait up into the tepiple to pray. Dr Geo. Macdonald, again 
{Smgiamtt AtUipAm, p. 341}, comments as follows on this : " Here is the 
tme relation between the forms mid the end of religion. The priesthood, the 
altar and all its ceremouieE, must vanish from between the sinner sikI his God. 
When the priest forgets his mediation of a servant, his duty of a doorkeeper to 
the temple vi tmlh, and takes upon Imn the ofGce of an intercessor, he stands 
between man and God, and is a Satan, an adversary," 
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who know nothing of the Poet's other and more note-worthy cpigianuaatk 
poems. The conceit in it is, however, a striking one. The K>llpwuig is Dr 
Grosart's translation of the Latin epigram : — 

" Whence that blush upon thy brow, 
Fair Nvmph of the waters, now ? 
Mark the glow ail rosy-red 
Of the stream astonira. 
All the guests in tumult rush'd : 
The shy Nymph saw her God, and bhished.** 

P. 48. To the assembly of all the Saints, From Wilhnott's Litres of Sacred 
PoetSf ed. 1834, p. 324. 

P. 51. Music's Duel, It has been truthfully said that the genius of Crashaw 
shews itself at its highest in his Translations. This poem alone (which is 
translated from the I^tin of Strada) is a sufficient proof of ihia. It is pro- 
bably one of the most wonderful poems in the language, and (to quote GilfiUan) 
" accomplishes with magical ease one of the most (fificult oif po6tic tasks, and 
seems almost higher than nature. Like an Arabian sorcerer, the soul of the poet 
leaps back and forward, from the musician to the bird, entering into the veiy 
heart, and living in the very voice of each .... the most deliciously-tme 
and incredibly-sustained piece of poetry in probably the whole compass of the 
language." 

A comparison of Crashaw's translation with the original Latin will at once 
shew that our poet has transcended his original. As is pointed out by Dr 
Grosart, such word-painting as is in the following lines belongs to Cia^aw, 
not Strada: — ■ 

" and straightway she 
Carves out her dainty voice as readily. 

Through the sleek passage of hei open throat 
A clear unwrinkled song, 

staggers in a waxbling doubfe 
Of dallying sweetness^ hovers o'er her skilJi^ 
And folds in waioed notes with a trembling bill 

a tide 
Of streaming sweetness, which in stcUe doth ride 
On the waved back of every swdling strain^ 
Rising and falling in a pompous train* 

Thus high^ thus low, €ts if her silver throat 
Would reach .the brazen voice of Wat^s hoarse bird* 

The Lut^s light genius now does proudly rise, ' 

Heaved on the surges of swollen rhapsodies, 

• •..... . 

Creeps an the soft touchofa tender tone, . 



the Latin text lal the vigoar, the fanc^, and the grandeur ol these lines. 
These remain with Crashaw, of whose obligations to Sirada we may say, 
as Hayley remarked of Pope's debt to Crashaw, [hat if he borrowed anything 
from him in this article, it was only as the sun borrows from the earth, when 
drawing ftoat Iheoce a mere vapour, be makes it the delight of every eye, by 
giving it all the tender and goi^eous colouring of heaven. 

How true and felicitous are the following epithets ;— 

P. 51. "-hcapering cheerfulness." (1. 28.) 

P. 52. " The /att/i»^ strings." (1. 48.) 

P. 52. " IVie gntiniling base In lurly groans." (11. 49, 50.) 

P. SJ. " The ^/j-^-/(ri:^V treble." (1. 5I-) 

P. SI, 1. 32. CC David Gmy (Poms, 1874, p. 24)— 
"This . . hemld of the Spring 
daintily carved out 
Her voice." 
P. 5*, I, 39. Cf. again David Gray (Poems, 1874, p. 133) — 
"I heard the birds this live-long day. 
In sweet unwrinkled blending," 
P. S3, 1. 82. Projents: anticipates. This word in seventeenth cenlnry 
literature almost iovariably has this signification. Vaughan, (he Silnrist, in 
Rulis and Lessons (Vaughan's Works, ed. by Grosart, Vol. i. p. 96}, uses this 
same word in same sense ; — 

" Kise to prevent the sun." 
It is also used ia (his sense in the authorised version of (he Bible. 

P. 56. Wishes. " ' Wishes to his (supposed) Mistress ' has things in it vivid 
and subtle as anything in Shelley a( his best." — Dr Grosart, in £isay on the 
Life and Poetry of Crashaw. 

P. 61. To the Morning. One of the finest and most imaginative of the Poet's 
secular pieces. Let the reader especially note lines 21-29, id which their 
author (unconsciously) portrayed the character of his own Poetic genius. 
Anent this poem and the one following {On a foul morning,) Dr Grosart 
{Essay on Lift and Poetry of Crashaw, p. Ixv.} says : "In these there are pne- 
trative toolcs that Wordsworth never has surpassed, and a richness almost 
Shakesperean. Milton must have studied them keenly." 

Willmott {Livts of Sacred Poets, ed. 1834, p. 321) remarks as follows 
respecting the way ia which Oaahaw deals with nature: — " He is not 
descriptive, but picturesque ; we look in vain for images of rural simplicity, and 
touches of domestic fcelmg. H« contemplate* ubMr, m U were, through a 
painted window, from which e^n^Ue^^&^^^Dudgduf hne. lliui the 
rose he desuribes is the loM^H^H^^HBHHKfcbt Sowers have 
never cheered our eyes ia i^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Bmi of a land 
visited only by the poet's imagirfH^^^^^^^*^^^^^^^^ 

P. 61, 1. II. illMilrious: lustrous, orradimt. 
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P. 63. On a foul morning, ** The opeaing lines of this poem seem to be 
adapted from remembrance of the Friar's in Romeo and Juliet: 

" The grey-eyed Mom smiles on the frowning Night 
• •••••• 

And fleckkl Darkness like a drunkard reels 

From forth Day's path and Titan's burning wheels." (ii. 3.) 

— I>r, Grosart, 
P. 63, 1. 9. instile : instill. 
See note to previous poem for critical comment 

P. 64. In Praistof Lessius^s Rule of Health, "Leonard Lessius was a 
learned Jesuit, bom ist October 1554, and died 15th January 1623-4. He 
was proKssor of Theology in the University of Louvaine. His ' Hygiasticon, 
sen vera ratio valetudinis bonse et vitae' is still readable and qidck."— 
Dr Grosart, 

P. 66. Upon the Death of the most desired Mr Herrys, This " Mr Herrys" 
was William Herrys, a college friend of Crashaw's, who died in 163 1. The 
poet mourned the rate of his friend in five Epitaphs. 

P. 67, 11 31-59. See (in noX.t&/^o4he Morning) Willmott's criticism on 
the Poet's manner of dealing with Nature. 

P. 68, 11. 71, 72. These two lines were first printed in Dr Grosart's complete 
edition of Crashaw's works. 

P. 68. Epitaph on Mr Ashton^ 11. 1-4. Cf. 11. I, 2. of Pope's Epitaph on 
Elijah Fenton : 

" This modest stone, what few vain marbles can. 
May truly say. Here lies an honest man." 

P. 69. Deaths Lecture^ 11. 22, 23. Cf. Shakespeare {Hamlet^ Act v. Sc i) :— 
'* Now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, 
to this favour she must come." 

P. 70. An Epitaph upon a young married couple. This has frequently been 
given in Anthologies, but minus lines 11-14, which appear in die eds. of 1648 
and 1652, but not in those of 1646, tTSl^, and 1670. 

P. 72. Upon Ford's Two Tragedies, 1. i. This was John Ford, one of the 
Elizabethan dramatists. With Crashaw's Musu^s Duel the reader may com- 
pare Ford's version (in Lover's Melancholy , Act i. Sc. 1) of the same subject. 

I will conclude these notes by the insertion of a few note-worthy 
from poems not given in my selection. . 

From Verse letter to the Countess of Denbigh : — 

Say, lingering Fair, why comes the birth 
Of your brave soul so slowly forth ? 
Plead your pretences (O you strong 
In weakness I) why you choose so long 
In labour of yourself to lie. 
Not daring quite to live nor die. 

So when the Year takes cold we see 
Poor waters their own prisoners be : 
Fetter'd and locked up fast they lie 
In a cold self-captivity. 
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From Thi Hymn, O Gloriosa Domina : — 

Hail, most high, most humble one ! 
Above the world, below thy Son ; 
Whose blush the moon beauteously mars, 
And stains the timorous light of stars. 
• * • * • . 

Let hearts and lips speak loud ; and say 
Hail, door of life : and source of Day ! 
The door was shut, the fountain seal d ; • 
Yet Lig^t was seen and Life revealed. 
The door was shut, yet let in day, 
The fountain sealed, yet life found way. 

From In the Glorums Epiphany of our Lord God: — 

The Close. 
\Chorus.'\ To Thee and Thine auspicious ray 

(Dread Sweet I) lo thus 

At last by us, 
The delegated ^e c^ Da^ 

Does first his sceptre, then himself, in solemn tribute pay. 
Thus he undresses 
His sacred unshorn tresses ; 
At thy adorM feet, thus he lays down 

1 King. His gorgeous tire 

Of flame and fire, 

2 King. His glittering robe. 3 King. His sparkling crown ; 

I King. His gold : 2 King. His myrrh : 3 King. His frankincense. 
Chorus. To which he now has no pretence : 

For being showed by this Day's light, how far 

He is from sun enough to make Thy star. 

His best ambition now is but to be 

Something a brighter shadow. Sweet, of Thee. 

Or on Heaven's azure forehead high to stand 

Thy golden index ; with a duteous hand 

Pointing us home to our own sun 

The World's and his Hyperion. 

Translation of "In S. Columbam ad Christi caput sedentem," by Rev. R. 
Vris Willmott. From Lives of Scured Poets, ed. 1834, p. 323-4 : — 

To the Sacred Dove alighting on the Bead of Christ, 
On whom doth this blest Bird its wings outspread ? 

Where will it suffer its white feet to rest ? — 
O Jesus, hovering o'er Thy hallow'd head, 

Within Thy hair's sweet shade it sedcs a neat. 
There does it breathe a m3rstic song to The^ 

A melody unlike all earthly sound : 
That Bird alone to this pure nest may flee j 

This nest alone worthy the Bird il fennd.* 
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